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was a nice view out onto the 
grounds: mature leafy trees and 
lawns. How nice to be strolling on 
that lawn with a cool drink. Would 
she get any time out there? Or was 
every moment to be spent in the 
house, being lectured to night and 
day? Tracy sat down and picked up 
the folder which, as the receptionist 
had indicated, lay on the table. 

‘Welcome to Trumpingford 
House...blah...blah...’ The usual 
blurb. She would read that later. 
Here it was, the second sheet. 
Course 7. For female staff who may 
have to be sent to countries in 
Eastern Europe. Note: You are 
reminded that the following is 
covered by the Official Secrets Act 
and is further classified under 
Codeword Amber. Yes but 
what...Oh, here it was. On arrival. 
Proceed to your room. When you 
are unpacked etc. you will be given 
a medical examination. For this 
you must be undressed (completely) 
and in bed. You may wish to take 
a shower first. When you are ready 
ring the intercom for the medical of- 
ficer who will conduct the 
examination. 

Oh. That was nice, a medical ex- 
amination first thing. No pleasant 
half hour out in the grounds then. 
But yes, she certainly would take a 
shower first, her dress had been 
sticking to her after that trudge up 
the driveway. 

Tracy put her things away and had 
a shower. It was when she came out, 
holding a towel about her, that she 
saw it. Hanging on the wall by the 
door. A strap sort of thing. What was 
it? It looked almost like....a strap to 
beat someone with. There was a sort 
of handle end and then a wider part, 
split lengthways. Tracy looked at it, 
frowning. She could feel a vague sort 
of warning tingle up her spine. 

She knew nothing about this 
course: Course 7. It was extremely 
hush-hush and no one was allowed 
to talk about it. But she had heard 
someone talking about it. Her boss, 
Mr Penworthy. Talking to Mr Win- 
field who was the same grade as Mr 
Penworthy. They hadn’t known 
Tracy was in the other intercon- 
nected office, and she had heard 
quite clearly. They had definitely 
been talking about Course 7. Mr Pen- 
worthy had said, ‘It is very good, but 
naturally they don’t like it.’ Mr Win- 
field had laughed. ‘Of course they 
don’t. Girls don’t enjoy that kind of 
thing. But it is essential they take it. 
You have to be sure about a girl. Lots 
of temptations in some of those 
places.’ 

Mr Penworthy was going on a 
‘| trade mission to the Eastern Bloc, 
and Tracy was to accompany him as 


secretary and assistant. It would be 
a fantastic experience...but the rules 
said she had to take this course first. 
Course 7. Tracy had another hard 
look at the strap hanging on its hook 
on the wall and then went over to 
the bed. She got in under the duvet. 
There was an intercom unit at the 
side. She took a deep breath and 
pushed the button. 

Five minutes and then he came in. 
A man in a white coat. Fiftyish, or- 
dinary looking. Tracy tried a little 
joke to ease the tension. ‘It’s early to 
be in bed.’ He laughed. He was pull- 
ing the chair up close to the bed. He 
sat down. ‘Yes, well, hello, young 
lady. I'm Dr Rogers. Welcome to 
Trumpingford House, eh? Now then, 
know what it’s all about, do we?’ 

Tracy, lying flat on her back under 
the duvet, said No. She was very 
conscious of the fact that she was 
nude. Dr Rogers slipped his hand 
under the duvet. Onto her thigh. She 
shivered. The hand squeezed, then 
started stroking. 

“Well there are a few things we 
have to do, to makke sure a girl is 
suitable material to be sent out there. 
She'll need to be on her guard all the 
time in some of those places. Very 
sneaky, our commie friends.’ The 
hand had slid up, close to the top of 
Tracy’s thigh. 

‘Anyway, so we have to know a 
few things about a girl. And we have 
to test her. See that she’s got a cer- 
tain amount of fortitude, so if she 
does get in a tight spot... Understand, 
Tracy?’ 

She managed a hesitant ‘Yes Sir.’ 
The hand was now... 

‘Good. Now first of all I have to 
test your responses. Just relax...Part 
your legs.’ 

Tracy moved her legs apart and Dr 
Rogers said ‘Further.’ She could 
guess what he was going to do 
now...She held her breath. Dr 
Rogers did it. The hand took hold of 
her pussy. Tracy made a little 
squeaky sound as her breath 
escaped. 

‘Just relax,’ he told her softly. 
‘Nice and relaxed.’ 

Her hands clutched at the bed- 
cover. Dr Roger’s hand was opening 
her. Fingertips slipping in between 
the lips. Think about something else, 
anything, she frantically told herself. 
It’s nothing, it’s just an examination. 

‘Boyfriends?’ Dr Rogers was soft- 
ly asking. “Yes...?’ 

A strangled ‘Yes’ came out. ‘And 
have you ever had...a girlfriend? You 
know. A girl doing this perhaps?’ 

His fingers were stroking her 
clitoris. Rubbing and stroking. Tracy 
desperately shook her head. This 
was awful. ‘No girlfriend?’ he 
repeated. 


‘Good.’ The fingers were very 
busy, and Tracy was very wet. One 
finger slipped up into her. Dr 
Roger’s voice was not much more 
than a whisper. ‘Now Tracy...I want 
you to come. Can you do that...? I 
want you to climax.’ 

Oh Jesus Christ. She was sweating 
now, worse than that hot trudge up 
the drive. He couldn't... but he 
was... 

‘Come on, that’s a good girl. I 
must have it.’ 

She was groaning and making fun- 
ny little sounds. The hand was real- 
ly working her now, the whole hand 
in where she was sloppy wet. And 
Tracy was responding, her hot 
crotch urgently riding the hand. It 
was awful, but she couldn’t help it. 
She heard herself making louder 
groaning, moaning sounds. And 
then... 

‘That was good. Very good, young 
lady. Yes, nice and normal. Now up 
you get. There’s something we must 
do right away, while you're still 
hot.’ 

The duvet was yanked off and Dr 
Rogers was pulling her up. Tracy fell 
back against the bed. Her knees...Oh 
God. Dr Rogers was going to the 
doorway. To where that strap...he 
was reaching it down. 

‘Right, young lady. Let me sit there, 
on the bed. And you...’ 

Dr Rogers had hold of Tracy’s 
arm. ‘NO!’ she squealed as she realis- 
ed what was going to happen. That 
strap...and he was pulling her down, 
over his lap. 

But Dr Rogers was insistent. She 
had to, it was a routine test, in the 
same way that the other had been a 
routine test. She had to be strapped, 
on her bare bottom. And she had to 
take it bravely, or as bravely as she 
could. 

‘It’s a test of fortitude and 
willpower,’ he told her. ‘You could 
easily get this from one of our com- 
mie friends if you put a foot wrong. 
You'll be on your own, but if you’ve 
had it before and learn how to take 
it 

‘No!’ she yelped again, but Dr 
Rogers had her firmly held down 
over his lap. He aimed the leather 
strap and brought it whistling down. 
‘Aaaiieeekkk!’ 

‘Try to control yourself,’ Dr 
Rogers gritted, hanging onto the 
struggling nude form and lashing the 
strap down again. ‘You see...’ 

CRACK!... 

‘It has to be done...’ 

CRACK!... 

‘It is essential...’ 

CRACK\... 

‘A key part...’ 

CRACK... 

‘Of the course...’ 


The strap kept coming down and 
it was simply awful. Tracy’s body 
was ultra-sensitive, from what had 
just happened on the bed. She was 
gasping and yelling out; yes and now 
sobbing too. She couldn’t help it. 

‘There. That’s it. For the 
moment...’ 

He had stopped. Tracy’s bottom 
was red hot and still painful but Dr 
Rogers had stopped. He was pulling 
her to her feet. She couldn’t stand, 
buckling at the knees. Dr Rogers was 
smiling. 

“You see, it came as a shock, eh? 
That’s why it has to be done. So that 
if you fall into the hands of our com- 
munist friends you'll be ready for it. 
Able to take it. Of course you’re not 
teady yet. I’m afraid not. I can’t give 
you any more than 60 per cent on 
the scale. But don’t worry, it’s early 
days.’ 


In the garden. She was in the 
garden, standing on that im- 
maculately manicured lawn. Had it 
really happened? That awful 
business, those awful tests, up in the 
little room? Yes it had. Tracy could 
still feel the tingle in her bottom for 
one thing. Her bottom that under 
her dress had no knickers on. ‘Just 
put on a dress,’ Dr Rogers had said. 
‘No knickers. Mr Ingle may want to 
see. He'll see you outside now. Out 
in the garden. It’s a lovely day, isn’t 
it?’ 

Tracy was with Mr Ingle, the 
course director. The same sort of age 
as that awful Dr Rogers, he was in- 
formally dressed in sweater and 
slacks. ‘Hello, Tracy,’ he had greeted 
her. ‘So you’ve had your first session 
with Dr Rogers.’ 

That was the awful thing, to think 
that Mr Ingle knew what had hap- 
pened in that littke room. being 
beaten on her bare bottom with that 
strap...and also, worse in a way, that 
other business. Presumably Mr Ingle 
knew all that, he was after all the 
head man here. How could you con- 
verse in any sort of normal manne 
if he knew... ; 

If there was any slight doubt 
whether Mr Ingle knew it was rapid- 
ly dispelled. ‘I’ve had a quick glance 
at Dr Roger’s report. You'll have to 
improve on that 60 per cent but not 
to worry. I expect it was your first 
time, eh?’ 

Her first time with the strap. Tracy 
felt herself flushing. ‘Y...yes Sir.’ 

‘And that’s the whole point, isn’t 
it, my dear? If the other side give it 
to a girl who’s never had it before, 
well, she'd be eating out of their 
hands.’ Mr Ingle’s arm slid round 
Tracy’s waist. ‘We'll go over here, 


then I'll take a little look.’ 

He was leading her over to the 
side, off the main lawn. What did Mr 
Ingle mean...? He made her stand 
against a big beech tree, leaning 
against it with her hands on the 
trunk. Mr Ingle was lifting her skirt. 

‘Stand with your legs apart, 
Tracy.’ 

She didn’t have any knickers on: 
this was why, this was what Dr 
Rogers had meant. Mr Ingle with one 
hand holding her skirt round her 
waist was examining Tracy’s bare 
bottom. Which no doubt was still a 
healthy pink hue from the strap. She 
bit her lip; she could feel herself 
trembling. Dr Rogers had at least 
been a doctor, but Mr Ingle...His 
hand was fondling and squeezing the 
still tender cheeks. And then... 

‘Everything else was satisfactory, 
though, Tracy. Normal responses | 
understand.’ 

Tracy gave a sudden jerk, and a 
strangled screech. Mr Ingle’s hand 
had slid in between her legs. 

‘Keep still, dear.’ His voice soft, 
like Dr Rogers’. ‘It’s alright..’ 

It wasn’t all right. And she 
couldn’t keep still. Tracy made a 
moaning sound. No... he 
couldn ’t...do this... 


Back in the little bedroom. But 
with Mr Ingle this time. Tracy still 
shaking from what had happened 
out in the garden. Standing up 
against that tree... 

‘Yes, all the proper responses,’ Mr 
Ingle was saying. ‘But we need to 
work on that 60 per cent. Don’t 
worry, itll come with practice. 
That’s what practice is for.’ 

Then he told Tracy to take her 
dress off. 

She glanced at him, a disbelieving, 
despairing glance. Was it any good 
saying she had been expecting lec- 
tures and that sort of thing. Discus- 
sions perhaps, maybe some written 
work. But never...never what Dr 
Rogers and now Mr Ingle had down. 
What Mr Ingle seemed like going on 
doing. 

He was sitting down on the bed. 
As Dr Rogers had. ‘Come on, dear, 
we mustn’t hang about. Get it off 
and then bring the tawse here. We'll 
have another little go with it.’ 

Mr Ingle did. He did have another 
little go. Doing it just as hard as Dr 
Rogers had. Afterwards Tracy was 
allowed to put her dress back on. 
But only her dress, not her knickers. 
Because now she had to go and see 
the course instructors. Mr Calthorpe 
and Mr Bartbury. First one and then 
the other. And naturally they would 
both want to... 


INDUCTION 


‘Induction, Miss Maybury. The bank's induction 
course. Someone must have mentioned it?’ 

The grey-green eyes widened, blank. No. Unless so- 
meone had but she hadn't taken it in. There was 
so much to learn when you had just started, at 
times it seemed impossible to take it all in. ‘l...don't 
think so, Mr Bayton.’ 

Slightly apologetic. Well, when you had only been 
there less than a week and were keen to make a 
good impression. She couldn't remember...pretty 
cheeks flushing ever so slightly. 

‘Not to worry, Miss Maybury. There's a lot to 
remember right at the outset. But the induction 
course is necessary if you're to go over to the deal- 
ing side. We have to be ultra cautious these days. 
What with all these insider dealing scares. You 
know what | mean.’ 

Not really. She read the papers of course but it 
didn't always mean too much. But no doubt she 
would learn. Mr Bayton had asked for her to be 
transferred to the dealing side. More specialised 
work of course and so really a sort of promotion. 
After only three days. Susan shifted her weight, 
from left high-heeled shoe to right. Standing in front 
of Mr Bayton in his office. Mr Bayton... 

Mr Bayton eyeing the shape that went with the 
wide grey-green eyes and the short, curling, dark 
brown hair. A pretty girl and a very nice shape in 
the fetching green top and dark shirt. Tits. For a 
nice girl with an attractive upper-middle-class accent 
Susan had rather big ones. Somehow one associated 
tits like those with a more common type of girl. 
And her bottom as well. Yesterday she had worn a 
tight skirt. Nothing common or tarty but it had 
been tight enough to indicate that what Susan 
Maybury had to sit on was much too choice to be 
used for that purpose alone. 

That of course was why Susan was being transfer- 
red to the Dealing Department, Mr Bayton’s own 
particular interest. Susan's bottom. And the tits. 
And the fact that she was a nice, well brought-up 
young lady. One couldn't have common girls, 
however splendid their tits, in a prestige depart- 
ment. It would upset some customers. 

‘It's nothing much, Miss Maybury. Susan? More of a 
getting-to-know-a-person business. Know 
what...ah...she's like. But these days one has to be 
so careful. Department of Trade investigations, all 
that sort of thing. One has to be doubly sure. 
Anyway... 

Mr Bayton coughed. Stopping himself at the last 
moment. His mind wandering, or rather concen- 
trating but on Miss Maybury’s tits, and his words 
had almost followed his train of thought. ‘Anyway 
what lovely tits, Miss Maybury.' ; 
‘Anyway...ah, yes. We do it at my place down in 
the country, Susan. Pleasant spot.’ Mr Bayton get- 
ting to his feet. Unable to resist the urge to get to 
closer quarters. ‘Like the country, do you, Susan?’ 
Mr Bayton at close quarters. An arm avuncularly 
round the slim waist. The heady feel of vibrant 
young flesh. Clearly the induction testing could not 
wait. The feeling indeed that one should start there 
and then. Over the desk. No, that wasn't possible. 
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But...; Tomorrow, young lady. Eh? Yes. I’m 
sure we can arrange it for tomorrow.’ 

Mr Bayton's hand simply did it. Without 
him meaning to but equally without his be- 
ing able to control it. As he held the door 
open for her. With his left hand. The right 
one. Simply dipped down to take a 
fleeting, but firm, grip of Susan's left 
bottom-cheek. 

This outfit. Shaking her head. ‘Your induc- 
tion outfit,, Mr Bayton had said downstairs. 
She hadn't really looked at it then, though 
wondering why there had to be a special 
induction outfit. She still didn't know what 
‘induction’ was. Mr Bayton hadn't said. Be- 
ing told about classified information, she 
had supposed. Well what else? But now 
this. ‘Get into this,’ Mr Bayton had said. 
‘It's your induction outfit.’ 

Looking at it and shaking her head. A 
white halter with cross-over straps at the 
back, and a pair of cut-off denims, also 
white. Cut off or ripped off, to make a 
pair of extremely brief shorts. She had to 
put this on? And what...’ 

The door of the little bedroom suddenly 
opening. Mr Bayton. ‘OK, young lady?’ 
‘No. |... Holding the two items helplessly. 
The shorts had a wide leather belt. 

‘| don't know if | made it clear, Susan. The 
induction...ah...dress. You just wear what 
I've given you. Just the shorts and top. 
Nothing else.’ Mr Bayton evidently keen 
that there be no doubt about this. ‘| mean 
you to take off your ah...knickers and bra.’ 
He grinned and then departed. The door 
closing. 

A little bedroom with a narrow bed. Out- 
side the window as a pretty garden. She 
had seen that when they arrived. It was 
right out in the country. Kent. An hour's 
drive from London in Mr Bayton’s car. A 
pleasant enough drive, Mr Bayton chatting, 
questioning: her family, what she liked to 
do, etc. And telling her about the bank: 
the dealing side. There were special clients 
who did share dealing through the bank. 
That side of the business was very con- 
fidential and also these customers were 
very special. So only a special girl could be 
on that side of the work. It sounded all 
very exciting. But what was the induction? 
Exactly? Some form of screening? 

Once or twice on the journey Mr Bayton’s 
hand had come down onto Susan's thigh. 
Well actually more than once or twice. 
Over her skirt of course but still a little bit 
disconcerting. And inevitably reminding her 
of yesterday. Leaving his office. When Mr 
Bayton had taken hold of her bum. Just 
taken hold of it. Squeezing. Quite 
deliberate, not one of those sneaky feels 
that you could get on the tube or a bus. 
She hadn't known what to do. Well what 
did you do, when it was Mr Bayton? 
Nothing. 

Having his hand on your leg was disconcer- 
ting. One time with his hand there Mr 
Bayton had said, 
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‘Tights, Miss Maybury?’ Querying. Answering Yes, 
and feeling the colour rising a little in her cheeks. 
Mr Bayton's hand had rubbed her leg. ‘| understand 
that some girls nowadays are going back 
to...ah...stockings. With a suspender belt. I'm sure 
some of our customers would like that. Old- 
fashioned gentlemen like a nice old-fashioned girl. In 
stockings and suspender belt. The good old days, 
eh?’ 

What could you say to that? Nothing. 

And now, in this little bedroom, these skimpy 
shorts and the top. Why? A deep breath. Could it 
be some sort of sport? A girl had to be fit or 
something. But...better do it. Put them on. Biting 
her lip. No doubt she wouid soon find out. 

Mr Bayton watching. Eye against the little spy-hole. 
His pulse picking up speed. The girl hesitating but 
now nonetheless beginning. To undress. He had to 
watch of course. Get all the detail he could on this 
young Susan with the tits. Essential. Oh look! Oh 
my! Those cute little knickers. Coming obediently 
off. 

The cut-off shorts were a real struggle. The size 
gauged to an exactitude. She got them on, what 
there was of them. But only just. And then...the 
tits. Just look. Hot-faced pushing them into the 
halter. Almost as if she could believe the walls had 


eyes. 


It was awful. Especially these shorts. She almost 
couldn't get them on, and when she did half her 
bum was sticking out. She couldn't go down in 
them. No. But then the door opened again. Mr 
Bayton. Face pink. ‘Lovely, dear. Absolutely lovely. 
Let me see...’ Taking her arm and turning her. To 
see that succulent seat of her shorts. To feast his 
eyes. And his free hand... 

A sharp yelp from Susan. Writhing away from the 
hand at her bottom. At the brief skin-tight cut-offs 
and at the segments of cheek uncontained. But Mr 
Bayton hanging on to her, and the bottom-groping 
hand not keen to desist. ‘Just checking, dear. The 
fit. We want them nice and tight.’ 

Downstairs in the spacious kitchen. The tiled floor 
cold to her bare feet. All these chairs, almost as if 
there was to be a meeting or something. Two of 
the wooden chairs in the middle of the room were 
back to back. One with a cushion on Its seat. And 
on the seat of another chair was a cane. The grey- 
green eyes took all this in while at the same time 
half of her mind was thinking of Mr Bayton’s hand. 
Which at any moment might make-another heart- 
stopping strike at her rear. That cane...!t-couldn't... 
Mr Bayton went to pick it up. Swished it through 
the air. Giving her a little smile. ‘Susan: | think we 
might have a quick try-out. Before the others get 
here.’ 

A try-out? The others? And...that cane. Shaking the 
dark brown curls. Mouth trembling. ‘Wha...at.’ 
‘The customers, Susan. Just two or three, of our 
special clients. Coming to meet our lovely new girl. 
Have you ever had it before, my dear? The cane | 
mean. 

The cane. That cane. On...‘NO! 

‘It is part of the induction, Susan. A most essential 
part. We have to be sure of a girl. Know that she's 
absolutely reliable. And it's the very best way. The 
cane makes her understand the necessity for 
discipline and integrity at all times. Mental discipline, 
but the point made by...ah...physical discipline. You 
can see that, I'm sure.’ 

No she couldn't. ‘No! You can't..... Not that cane. 
Not that cane on her half-bare bottom, the part of 
her Mr Bayton no doubt intended applying it to. 
‘Aaaeeehhh!’ 

The cane suddenly cutting in across her bare leg. 
‘Don't be silly, Miss. We must. Our clients demand 
it. They must be reassured.’ 

These clients. They were coming here? ‘Ooooh!’ 
Mr Bayton at close quarters again. Hands reaching 
for parts.of her. Susan's tits for one thing. As he 
pushed her to the back-to-back chairs. ‘Come on, 
dear. Doesn't really hurt. Only a little...sting, in a 
girl's tail.’ 

‘No! Noooo....’ Wailing. Yelps. Mr Bayton’s hands 
everywhere. Bare thighs. Those parts of her bum 
the inadequate shorts could not reach. 
Even...'Ooooh!’ Right in there. Struggling, but hav- 
ing to get up on the chair. To kneel on that cushion 
thoughtfully provided for a girl’s knees. So her 
knees would not hurt while her bottom was...bend 
right over. Over the joined back. And reach her 
hands down to grip the legs. 

‘Good girl.’ Mr Bayton’s eyes hot. Feasting. A 
choice young lady indeed. The clients would love 
her. My word yes. Just look at...where he had cut 
the denims away to almost nothing between the 
legs. Susan's legs. My word. My word. 

Raising the cane. Wiggling it to get the feel. 
Ah...And then. 

A crescendo of shocked sound rising from the bow- 
ed dark brown head. 
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NETBALL TRAINING 


6 ello. Miss Haddon. Well, you 
He: like promising material.’ 
Julie felt herself flushing as 
he went on to introduce himself, though 
she already knew who he was. Mr 
Winscott. Her boss’s boss, the head of 
the department. Not all that old, in his 
forties, with keen eyes now seeming to 
bore into her as she sat at her desk. Julie 
heard herself stuttering ‘Yes Sir.’ She 
was also getting to her feet. But of course 
you didn’t call people Sir, not here, it 
wasn’t school. She wasn’t sure whether 
she should have stood up either. And also 
what did ‘promising material’ mean? 
Could it have some sexual connotation? 
Her friend Maggie had said... 

Whether it was proper form or not 
Julie was now standing and Mr Winscott 
could get a good look at her. He was tak- 
ing a good look; at the shapely form, 
slim-waisted but otherside nicely flesh- 
ed out, in white blouse and dark skirt. 
Conscious of this studied examination 
Julie felt herself blushing some more. 
Being blonde and with her fair complex- 
ion she flushed easily and it was always 
hateful. 

“Yes very promising indeed, young 
lady.’ 

Julie didn’t know where to look, but 
she couldn’t meet that forceful gaze. Her 
eyes went down to her desk. It couldn’t 
be true what Maggie said: that if a new 
junior girl wanted to get anywhere she 
had to be nice to senior men. She had to 
go to bed with them if that was what they 
wanted. Maggie had just been joking 
surely. But Julie never really knew when 
people were joking or not. It was only 
inexperience, she told herself. Eighteen 
wasn’t very old and when you have only 
left school two months you were bound 
to be unsure and inexperienced. 

‘Netball, Miss Haddon. Play netball at 
school, did you?’ 

Netball? Focussing her thoughts Julie 
shook her head. ‘Not really...ah...’ She 
just managed to stop the ‘Sir’ this time. 
Was he really talking about netball? 

Yes. There was a department netball 
team, Mr Winscott said. And he, Mr 
Winscott, ran it. In his spare time of 
course, he added. “You’re exactly what 
I need Miss Haddon. Julie is it? A nice 
athletic shape and I expect very fit.’ 

Julie protested apologetically that she 
hadn’t played netball and also wasn’t 
very fit. But you couldn’t actually say no, 
she knew that much, that would certain- 
ly blot your copybook. And at least it 
wasn’t what Maggie had said. Nothing 
of that sort. That at least was a great 
relief. Maggie obviously had been jok- 
ing and Julie had been stupid to pay it 
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any attention. 

Mr Winscott stepped closer, and his 
arm came out. Masculine fingers squeez- 
ed Julie’s upper arm. ‘Oh yes, Miss Had- 
don. You’re exactly what we need.’ 

There was nothing much to say. Julie 
produced an embarrassed smile, and 
tried to stop herself shivering at the grip 
of Mr Winscott’s fingers on her arm. 

That was all; Mr Winscott went off, 
leaving Julie to ponder this new and 
unexpected development. She had been 


in the job two days, a very junior clerical © 


assistant, but with the way jobs were you 
were grateful for anything. What was this 
netball team? There weren’t any other 
young girls in her office, just the two 
older women. Julie mentioned the net- 


hid 
ent : 


ACCEL : 
ball team to one of them, Shirley. She 
only shook her head and laughed. What 
did that mean? 

Julie was still wondering about it at 5 
o’clock when it was time to leave. Mr 
Winscott hadn’t said any details or 
anything. But presumably that was 
because here he was now, in the cor- 
ridor. Smiling at her. Could he give her 
a lift home? Then they could have a fur- 
ther chat about the netball. This was cer- 
tainly another shock. Julie had got a lit- 
tle flat, half an hour away on the bus. She 
wasn’t sure she wanted Mr Winscott to 
take her home. She might have to invite 
him in and it probably wasn’t very tidy 
for one thing. But her excuses were be- 
ing brushed aside by Mr Winscott’s smil- 
ing but authoritarian manner. Well, it 
was good of him to give her a lift, Julie 
told herself. 

Mr Winscott didn’t take as long as the 
bus, nothing Jike. And he also was able 


to chat away as he drove expertly 
through the busy streets. ‘Nice athletic 
legs, eh?’ Mr Winscott said. Julie didn’t 
say anything, didn’t know what to say. 

When they arrived...well it wasn’t a 
question of whether she should ask him 
in. Mr Winscott said, ‘I think I’ll come 
in if I may. Then we can have our chat.’ 

So that was it. He came in, following 
Julie up the stairs. Mr Winscott was car- 
rying something — a plastic bag — but 
at that moment Julie’s thoughts were 
mostly on what sort of state her place 
might be in. She had gone out in a rush 
as usual. So that bag and its possible con- 
tents didn’t register. Not until they were 
inside. The flat was all right, or more or 
less, nothing embarrassing. So Julie 
could now notice that bag. And Mr 
Winscott was taking something out. Two 
things. 

Julie’s eyes widened. A_ white 
top...and a pair of sort of schoolgirl navy 
knickers. Mr Winscott was grinning. 
Like a conjuror who has pulled a rabbit 
from a hat. 

“Your netball kit, Julie. Should fit. 
Anyway let’s have a look. Get these 
things on.’ 

What? Yes. Put those things on. So 
that Mr Winscott could see; the fit etc. 
Julie shook her head. He didn’t really 
mean it? Not right now? Yes, he did. 
Smiling still but his voice had that 
authoritarian edge. A voice used to be- 
ing listened to. Obeyed. At once. 

Well, when you were just 18 and 
straight out of school there was not much 
you could do. Julie took the things from 
Mr Winscott, aware that her face was 
bright red again. She turned to go into 
the bedroom. Behind her Mr Winscott 
asked, “Why not change here? No need 
to be shy. I’ve seen girls before.’ 

Julie didn’t answer, but kept walking. 
Mr Winscott wasn’t finished. ‘Nothing 
under those knickers mind. Nothing at 
all.’ 

‘Nice,’ he said when a bit later Julie 
emerged hesitantly from the bedroom. 
‘Very nice. Don’t you think?’ 

Once more she didn’t answer. But it 
wasn’t nice, it was awful — or the 
knickers were. Somehow she felt naked 
in them. They weren’t skimpy but they 
were tight fitting, clinging to the round- 
ed cheeks of her bottom, and also to that 
swelling bulge at the front, where her 
thighs started. Julie had her hands coyly 
over that. 

Mr Winscott, now sitting on one of the 
chairs, said, “Come here. And take your 
hands away from that.’ 

Stumbling over to stand in front of 
him. This was really awful. And- 


somehow she knew it was going to get | * 


worse. Mr Winscott smiled up at her. 
‘Why do you want to put your hands 
in front there, Julie? You’re not shy, are 
you?’ 
She shook her head, though of course 


she was. Beads of perspiration were [= 
prickling her skin. It was difficult to f 


believe this was happening. Mr 
Winscott... 

She heard his voice say, ‘Good. I’m 
glad of that. So you won’t mind what I’m 
going to do now. There’s nothing per- 
sonal about it of course. It’s just that I 


have to check...Muscle tone etc. Sol’m | 


going to slip down the knickers. All 
right?’ 
No. He couldn’t have said that. Unless 


of course this was some sort of } *« 


nightmare. A hand went up to push back 
a strand of hair. Her forehead was wet. 
That couldn’t happen in a dream, could 
it? Mr Winscott’s hands were reaching 
out. To her waist. ‘No!’ again, but it was 
a more despairing one. Mr Winscott was 
going to do it. Whether she liked it or 
not. She stood shivering as the fingers 
slipped inside the top of the knickers. 
And then Mr Winscott’s hands, one on 
each hip, peeled the pants down. They 


finished up inside-out half way down her } 


thighs. 
Julie’s hands had come automatically 


across to cover herself again. That light [7 
brown nest of hair that was now of [a 


course exposed. But Mr Winscott was 
pushing the hands away, back to her 


sides. ‘Don’t be silly, Julie. Girls on the |** 


netball team mustn’t be shy about show- 
ing me that. Mmm...?’ 

Julie licked dry lips. This was so im- 
possibly awful: standing in front of Mr 
Winscott with her knickers down. 

‘If you are a bit shy, Julie, we can do 
some special anti-shyness exercises. 
They are good for fitness and also help 
a girl to overcome shyness problems. Ly- 
ing on your back and cycling your legs. 
With your knickers off of course. That 
is always a very good one.’ 

But Julie didn’t have time to ponder the 
horror of what he was saying. Mr 
Winscott suddenly grabbed her, and pull- 
ed her down, across his lap. She gave a 


squawk of alarm but it had happened | 


almost before she knew it. Julie’s head 
was down near the carpet. Her bottom 
was raised over Mr Winscott’s lap. She 
gasped, and struggled, but he had a firm 
grip of her. 


‘Now then, Julie...’ Mr Winscott’s aan 
voice a bit breathy, from excitement or }- 


the sudden exertion. “What we also must 
have is discipline.’ His hand was fondl- 
ing her bare bottom. ‘Discipline in the 
form of corporal chastisement. So that 
a girl is always on her toes and giving 
of her very best. Eh Julie?’ 

There was a little pause. No sound ex- 
cept the desperate little gasping sounds 
coming from Julie. And then another 


sound. The sharp crack of Mr Winscott’s 
hand splatting hard down on the ripe, up- 
turned cheeks. Interspersed with 
squawky yelps from the unwilling 
recipient. 

Mr Winscott kept on for quite some 
time. When you have got to such a 
crucial point it is essential to make a 
thorough job of it. The coach or manager 
of any sports team needs to establish his 
authority in an unequivocal manner, so 
that team members will produce their 
very best. This is especially true when 
one is dealing with females, who can 
otherwise be somewhat wayward. So 
suffice it to say that the cheeks of Julie’s 
bottom, and the backs of her thighs, were 
a uniform bright pink hue by the time he 
had finished. And Julie herself was in a 
somewhat distressed state. 

Oh yes, this new team member was 
coming along nicely..Those racking sobs 
were a normal part of the process of sub- 
mission to the coach’s authority. And 
now something else, to further the girl’s 
submissiveness. Mr Winscott’s hand, the 
stern chastiser, now took up a different 
role. As it slid in between those prettily 
blushing thighs. 


* * * 


Mr Winscott took Julie home the next 
day after work as well. This time he had 
his tracksuit on. This time he also had 
a cane with him. Training needs to be 


- pushed rapidly forward at the early 


stages. So there is no time for the trainee 
to stop and think and somehow manage 


‘| a firm and definite NO to all of this. 
| Basically of course she doesn’t really 
| want to say no, she merely thinks she 


does. It is the job of the trainer, or coach, 
to take her through these uncertainties. 
The cane. Always an excellent idea. In 
the little kitchen. Julie bent over one of 
the kitchen chairs. Those navy knickers 
down of course, the cane has to be on 
the bare to achieve its full effects. 
And after that...Well there are of 
course further stages. Stages of intimacy 
so essential for the desired close relation- 


| ship between trainer and trainee, coach 
| and player. Bent over the arm of her 


armchair now, in the sitting room. The 
navy knickers are completely off, they 


| would otherwise only be an encum- 
_.| brance. Mr Winscott... 


Mr Winscott, keen coach and trainer, 


has come into intimate, the most in- 
_| timate, contact, connection in fact, from 
| the rear. Julie cannot really believe this 
=| is happening. This is, though, what her 


friend Maggie had said, what Julie had 
decided must be a joke. There was also 
Shirley in the office this afternoon. Look- 
ing at Julie in what seemed like a know- 
ing way. Giving a little laugh. And then 
saying: 

‘How’s that netball training going, 
Julie?’ 
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Tuesday, 19th of April. The clock in the Rover 
dashboard indicated 3.55. Elizabeth Mayfield 
reached to turn down the vanity mirror. Her face 
with the big violet eyes registered anxiety. She 
pursed full, red-lipsticked lips. Not looking at 
her husband she said, ‘He’s...so big. Her voice 
low in wonderment — and fear. ‘Enormous. 
Fiona... Turning now to Derek. ‘| can't bear to 
think. We should never have agreed. 

Derek Mayfield’s eyes remained fixed on the 
road. The road leading away from Greentops 
Finishing School and its principal, Mr Philip 
Branton MA. Who was a very big man. Unemo- 
tionally he said, ‘We didn't have a lot of choice, 
did we? Unless we wanted her kicked out. It’ll 
probably do her good. 

‘How can you be so callous. Elizabeth squirm- 
ed her bottom on the car seat. Almost as if she 
could feel the cane across her own substantial 
but shapely hindquarters. ‘He could kil/ her, she 
breathed. ‘He must be....20 stone at least.’ 
Derek's eyes remained to the front as he pic- 
tured Philip Branton. He blinked. ‘Size is not a 
lot to do with it. A 10-stone weakling if he set 
his mind to it could certainly have a girl howling 
for mercy. And could no doubt also make quite 
a mess of her bottom. Branton won't be hitting 
with full force or anything like it. No one does. 
‘It's all right for you. You won't be getting it. 
That poor girl. 

Derek gave her a quick look. A smile. ‘Nor will 
you. | thought he was all right. | don’t think he'll 
really hurt her. And it should make her stop and 
think. Would you want her coming home 
pregnant?’ 

Elizabeth said, ‘Don’t be disgusting. The 
dashboard clock now said exactly 4.00. They 
were some 35 miles from Greentops Finishing 
School. Where the clock on Philip Branton’s 
mantlepiece registered 4.04. 

His clock was always slightly fast. Which fre- 
quently made a girl start when she glanced at 
it, imagining that she was late for her appoint- 
ment. Mr Branton was a stickler for punctuality. 
It was in fact exactly 4 o'clock as his door open- 
ed to admit a nervous looking Fiona Mayfield. 
Exactly on time in spite of a last minute dash to 
the loo. A frenzied yanking down of her freshly 
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clean white knickers and then perching her bot- 
tom on the seat. She felt desperate to pee but 
there was only a little trickle tinkling into the 
bowl. Nerves. Desperate, stomach-clenching 
nerves. She wiped herself and grabbed up her 
pants. Fresh clean ones taken 20 minutes ago 
from her drawer. A girl wanted clean knickers 
on if Mr Branton was going to....Oh Christ! 
Closing his door quietly behind her. Oh Christ. 
She wanted to go back to the loo again, though 
of course nathing would come. But if she said 
‘Sir, | need to go to the loo’ it would at least 
postpone matters for perhaps five minutes. But 
_ Mr Branton would not be pleased. And right 
now, of all times, was not the time to annoy Mr 
Branton. She came to an uncertain stop in front 
of his desk. 

Philip Branton looked up from his papers. A 
very pretty girl, blonde, like her mother. A nice 
shape too, in the demure white blouse and grey 
skirt with white heels and stockings which com- 
prised the more formal wear for girls at Green- 
tops Finishing School. Slimmer than her mother 
of course who in her 39 years (worked out from 
data on Fiona’s application form) had put on 
just a little weight. In the right places, though. 
Yes. But Fiona... 

‘As you will know, Fiona, | have had your 
parents here earlier this afternoon. That is 
always my practice, when | intend to cane a 
girl. 

A pause. To let that word sink in. Cane. Fiona 
opened her mouth. clenched even white teeth. 
Closed her mouth again. A soft, vulnerable 
mouth that would shortly be opening in agony. 
A pink flush colouring her cheeks. Quite 
possibly, he thought, there might also be that 
sudden urge to visit the bathroom. 

‘Yes. Charming people. And your mother a very 
attractive woman. Mr Branton leant forward 
slightly. ‘| can tell you that they raised no objec- 
tion. They agreed with me that a caning was 
very much in order. And certainly better than 
being expelled, as | am sure you will agree. 
Fiona didn't necessarily agree with that; being 
expelled might well be preferable. But she knew 
her parents wouldn't think that. Oh no. She had 
to take her medicine. Mr Branton was getting 
up. That heavy bulk that when you first saw him 
rather took your breath away. And you thought, 
wondered, hotly, fleetingly at least, what it 
would be like with such a bulk on top of you. If 
you were married or something. Not that Mr 
Branton was married. Though some girls said, 
whispered... 

But Fiona wasn’t thinking about that now. There 
was this other awful business. The reason why 
she had been summoned here at 4 o'clock. Mr 
Branton now round his desk and close, looming 
over her. His large hand taking hold of her arm. 
‘They agreed with me, Fiona, that a girl cannot 
be allowed to make liaisons with local youths. 
There is the moral aspect as well as the real 
possibility of extreme social embarrassment. 
Your dear mother would not be at all happy to 
find her daughter swelling up with an unwanted 
offspring. You can appreciate that | should have 
thought.’ 

‘|...1 didn’t do anything, Fiona stuttered. And 
she hadn't. She hadn't done much more than 
speak to him. And she was 18. 

‘That is a matter we can check of course. But 
what | am anyway concerned about is that the 
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rule was broken. If one girl gets away with it all 
the others will think they can follow. That is why 
| am going to cane you. Now, have | caned you 
before?’ 

A rhetorical question. If he had Philip Branton 
would certainly have remembered. A gasped 
‘No!’ from the shaking girl. 

‘Then the way | want you is kneeling up on the 
armchair. Facing the back. With your skirt raised 
to your waist. And of course your knickers 
down. 

His hand gripping Fiona’s arm turned her 
towards the chair. The one incidentally in which 
her mother had been seated earlier that after- 
noon. A wailing groan from Fiona. It was hap- 
pening. The reality of it now. She had tried not 
to think about it but couldn't help wondering. 
How it would be. Girls who had been caned 
didn't like to talk about it. Naturally. So you 
didn't know the details. Didn't really want to. Not 
until... 

A brusque smack to her bottom. ‘Get up, girl. 
Or you'll get it in a way you won't like. Upside 
down on the table. 

She climbed up, not daring to think what he 
meant. Kneeling on the seat. ‘Open your 
knees, from Mr Branton. And pulling her skirt 
up round her waist. A splendid sight. The 
virginal whiteness of knickers tight over youthful 
curves and roundnesses. The slim lines of white 
Suspender straps gripping the tops of white 
stockings which themselves gripped the soft 
fullness of pale thighs at middle height. A 
young lady in her burgeoning prime. A delec- 
table sight. A young lady also in some distress. 
Gaspy heavy breathing. Anticipation is a nerve- 
wracking thing. ‘The knickers, said Mr Branton’s 
somewhat gravelly voice. 

The knickers. Panicky hands fingering them 
down. Off of her bottom. 

‘Knees a bit wider, advised the principal. ‘And 
bend forward. Then place your hands in bet- 
ween your legs. Just below the knickers. 
Hmmm. Not a true blonde apparently. Not if 
what he could now see was anything to go by. 
For the position Fiona had reluctantly assumed 
was extremely revealing. The whole of a girl’s 
business on display, and the bush of hair was 
dark brunette in contrast to the shining blonde 
of her head. Hmmm. 

Aaaaghhhhh!’ 

Mr Branton’s hand. Suddenly there. His other 
hand in the small of her back anticipating 
perhaps that she might try to spring up. ‘Keep 
still. | said we can check: 

‘Nooo.... But the big fingers were opening her. 
He couldn't! But...Just relax. In a case like this 
we Cannot...simply take a girl’s word... Those 
large, fat fingers..“Aaahhhh...’ 

‘Good. That’s it. All right. Now then’ 

He had let go of her. That shocking intru- 
sion....Fiona could still feel it although Mr Bran- 
ton’s hand was no longer there. Beads of sweat 
on her lip. How could he? It... 


bursting pain across the crests of Fiona’s firm 
buttocks. 

‘Keep in position, Miss. Won't take long’ 
‘Aaalieeehhh!’ 

No! She couldn't. Gasping for breath. Her poor 
bottom on fire. Hot tears starting from the big 
blue eyes that were not quite as violet as her 
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mothers. 

‘Noooo!’ 

Aaagghhhaaahhh!’ 

At the time of the third scream Mr Branton’s 
mantlepiece clock showed 4.20, 4.16 correct 
time. Which was what the dashboard clock in 
the Rover displayed at that instant of the third 
scream filling Mr Branton’s sitting room. 

‘Did he say she was going to get it this after- 
noon?’ wondered a fraught Elizabeth Mayfield. 
As the scream rang out some 50 miles away. 

‘| can’t remember. Stop worrying. Derek 
Mayfield’s hand came down onto his wife’s 
nyloned knee. ‘Didn't you ever get it? When you 
were at school?’ 

Behind the violet eyes Elizabeth’s mind focuss- 
ed on things. Both recent and more distant. 
She hesitated, then: ‘Yes.’ 

The hand slid up, pushing her skirt in front of it. 
To Elizabeth's bare upper thighs. ‘You never told 
me, he said. ‘When? Where? Who?’ 

Elizabeth grabbed at his hand. ‘Stop it. At my 
school. My finishing school? Like Fiona. Why, 
does it excite you? He really beat me-if you 
want to know. 

She could still remember it all right. A vivid, 
clear memory. That was why when Mr Branton 
had phoned about Fiona... 

Thursday, 14th of April. Mr Branton’s 
mantlepiece clock showing 3.15 when Elizabeth 
had breathlessly entered his sitting room. A visit 
she had kept to herself, saying nothing to Derek 
or indeed to Fiona. A visit to plead with Philip 
Branton. A woman of maturer years but still 
stunning. A beautiful blonde come to plead; to 
throw herself on his mercy for the sake of her 
daughter. 

But Philip Branton, though quite clearly not 
unresponsive to Elizabeth Mayfield’s charms, 
had remained adamant regarding the caning. 
In his sitting room now (Tuesday the 19th), with 
4.25 showing on his clock, the sixth and final 
scream had just pierced the air. The scream 
came on top of gasping sobs. Four, five and six 
had, if anything, been harder than the first 
three. It was essential that a girl be made to feel 
it. That was after all the whole purpose of a 
caning. 

‘You can get down now, he said. ‘Stand. And 
keep your skirt up. 

She stood, gasping and sobbing. On the pretty 
legs that didn’t seem to want to support her. Mr 
Branton delivering his post-caning lecture. 
Observing as he did so that striking contrast 
between what was below and what was on top. 
Elizabeth Mayfield, of course, had been just the 
same in that regard. 

In the Rover Elizabeth said, ‘It was the 
caretaker. He found out | was seeing this boy. | 
wasn't doing a lot but it was strictly against the 
rules. So...| let him do what he wanted. Cane 
me. On the bare bottom. Does that excite you?’ 
‘Yes. Derek’s hand pushed back in between 
her thighs. ‘You never told me. 

Elizabeth pursed her lips. She was thinking of 
the principal of Greentops School again. ‘He's 
so big, she breathed in the awe-filled voice. 
Was Elizabeth Mayfield referring to Mr Branton’s 
general bulk and the thought of his cane whip- 
ping down across poor Fiona’s bottom? Or 
something else? That she herself had experienc- 
ed. On Thursday of last week. Face down in the 
seat of that armchair. ; 
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Shaking. Her knees. They wouldn't keep still. And 
her bottom. Still a bit like an electric fire throwing 
out heat. 

The memory. Don't think. But you couldn't help 
thinking. 

Mr Bayton. And then those others. Clients. The 
bank's clients. The two men, she couldn't 
remember their names. Hadn't taken them in 
because her bottom had been absolutely scorching 
when they had arrived and she had been introduc- 
ed. ‘Our new young lady. Susan Maybury.’ In her 
awful bum-revealing outfit. With her bum bearing 
red marks from Mr Bayton’s cane. 

The two men and Mr Bayton. Having to make tea 


and: take it in there. And...sort of stand for inspec- 
tion. Her bottom. And everything else. ‘A lovely 
girl, Mr Bayton. A very lovely figure...and | trust 
she is going to be a reliable young lady.’ 

There had been approving comments regarding 
those red marks on her bottom. ‘Yes, she’s had 
her first taste,’ from Mr Bayton. 

Now up in her bedroom again. ‘Get changed,’ Mr 
Bayton had told her. ‘We're going out for dinner.’ 
Changed out of those dreadful shorts that meant. 
That was something. But into what? A little yellow 
dress produced by Mr Bayton. Tying with thin 
straps at the shoulders and with the skirt very brief, 
almost as brief as the shorts. Well perhaps not 


quite. No,. it wasn't as bad as the shorts. But there 
was also...like he had said in the car. Stockings. 
With fancy lacy tops. A lacy white suspender belt. 
Little white knickers. Plus a pair of white high- 
heeled pumps. 

She put it all on, her body still trembling from Mr 
Bayton's energetic treatment of her bottom. That 
dreadful cane. How could he do that to her? You 
couldn't do that. You couldn't cane a person. But 
Mr Bayton had said you could. ‘Of course one can, 
Susan. You are 18, an adult, and it is part of our 
normal procedure. We won't publicise it, naturally, 
sO as not to cause you embarrassment. But it Is 
quite a normal, routine thing | can assure you. My 
clients expect It. A reassurance that you are 
trustworthy. 

Was he just saying all that or did it happen to girls? 
In banks and places? She looked in the mirror. Her 
face red, puffy. The face of a girl who had been 
crying. She couldn't help it. When that 
cane...Powdering her face. She had to go out, to 
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dinner. With Mr Bayton and presumably those 
other two. She wasn't hungry. Not at all. For one 
thing there was that awful thought. That fear. Mr 
Bayton and his cane. He might not have finished. In- 
duction, Miss Maybury. 

Stepping uncertainly down the stairs in the high- 
heeled pumps with above them knees that were 
not at all sure of themselves. Above the knees the 
hem of the little yellow dress reaching just about as 
far as the fancy tops of the white stockings. Oh 

| dear. This was... 

‘Ah. Here she is.’ Mr Bayton. What a delight the 
girl was. Stunning in that dress. And look at those 
legs. And of course the tits. ‘A lovely girl.’ Mr 
Dickson and Mr Woodling standing with him agreed 
that she was. A real addition to what the bank had 
to offer its clients. 

‘Could one perhaps...?’ Mr Dickson. ‘A little 
private...ah...chat. Before we go out. We are in no 
great hurry | presume.’ 


‘Yes, of course.’ Mr Bayton happy to agree, and 


Mr Woodling putting in quickly that he too would 
appreciate a similar tete-a-tete with the bank's new 
young lady. That also not at all surprising. 

‘Of course, of course. | am sure Susan would like 
nothing better. That after all is what she is here 
for. To get to know you gentlemen. Let me - 
see...the sitting room?’ 

Sitting on Mr Dickson's lap. ‘You must do what 
they want, Susan.’ Mr Bayton’s instruction. ‘Keep 
the clients happy.’ And this was what Mr Dickson 
wanted. To start with. Sitting on his lap with the 
short skirt high above her stocking tops. Mr 
Dickson's hand on Susan's legs. Her thighs. When it 
wasn't investigating her tits. Nice and friendly, Mr 
Bayton had said. That was what the bank wanted 
from a girl. With its favoured clients. A pretty, 
friendly girl was a great asset. A very great asset. 
Mr Dickson as he went about his manual explora- 
tions was indicating a keen interest in that business 
that had taken. place shortly before the arrival of 
himself and Mr Woodling. Mr Bayton and his cane. 
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Susan bent over the backs of those two chairs. It 
was evidently a subject of surpassing interest. Mr 
Dickson wanting details. Of the actual caning. And 
how it felt. The very first time? The cane across a 
girl's bottom for the very first time. Susan hot-faced 
at the awful memory — and the awful fact of hav- 
ing to describe it to Mr Dickson. Mr Dickson with 
those continually grabbing hands. 

Spanking. Had she been spanked at all? At any 
time? No? Ah. So Mr Dickson...could be the very 
first? 

What? What was Mr Dickson saying? A spanking? 
Yes. NO! Yes. It was quite normal, Mr Dickson 
said. A girl getting a spanking. From a client. To 
reinforce the caning Mr Bayton had given her. Oh 
yes, it was quite the normal thing. And really...very 
desirable. 

No! But Mr Dickson with the bit between his teeth, 
so to speak. The thought of her virgin bottom. 
Virgin at least to a man’s spanking hand. ‘Yes. come 
on, Susan. Mustn't be a silly girl. Come on. 
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Get...over. And let-me...get them down. ' 
He couldn't. But he-could. Mr Dickson, fiftyish and 
quite stout nonetheless with strength in his arms 
when needed. Strength enough to handle an 18 
year old girl, struggling or not. To turn her over. 
Upside down. Head down and bottom nicely up. 
The pretty yellow skirt up round her waist now. 
And those delicious little knickers... 

‘No! Please...’ 

But Mr Dickson was getting them down. Susan 
quite helpless, one arm up behind her for better 
control. Her knickers...were coming down. Ooooh. 
Mr Dickson's hand on her bare bottom. Go- 
ing...ooooh!!...everywhere. Shocked cries. Gasps. He 
couldn't...put his hand there. But if you couldn't 
stop him... 

‘Aaaooowww!’ 

The hand abruptly stopping that other business. 
‘Aaaooowwwhhh!’ 

It was cracking down. Onto Susan's succulent un- 
covered seat. 
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The Summer of 1940 was a strange time. Not only 
were the German armies pouring across Europe, 
leaving a trail of destruction, but many people 
found themselves uprooted from their usual sur- 
roundings and involved in unusual adventures. 
Peter Wilson was one of these. Whilst waiting to 
go into the Army, he answered an advertisement 
requiring a tutor for six months at an address in 

| Southern Ireland. 

He was accepted for the post, the pay was good, 
and, a week later, he arrived at Strathbally Castle 
to find that his job was to teach two girls. They 

. were the nieces of Lady Strathbally, the owner of 
the castle and a widow. Their parents were in 
Singapore. Peter was alarmed to discover that both 
girls were almost as old as he; old enough, indeed, 
to be in the services had they been in England. 
But they were not, and Lady Strathbally was deter- 
mined that their education should be continued. 
His employer made it perfectly clear that her only 
interest was her horses, and that the girls were a 
nuisance, and that his job was to keep them oc- 
cupied and well away from Lady Strathbally. She 
had certain other ideas too. ‘The girls are in your 
sole charge, Mr Wilson’ she said. ‘You may think 
that I should have had a Governess for them, but I 
consider that they could do with a bit of firm male 
discipline, so I decided on a Tutor. The eldest has 
a long way to go before she is too big to have her 
bottom warmed. You have my full permission, 
here and now, to give them both a good thrashing, 
if you think fit. It won’t be any good them running 
to me with tales. Ill just send them back to you 
for more of the same medicine.’ 

With these encouraging words ringing in his ears, 
Peter went off to find his charges. They were in 
the teaching wing, where there was a large room 
where they ate, worked, and lived, two bedrooms 
for the girls, a bathroom, and a pleasant bed- 
sitting room for Peter. Both girls stood up when 
he entered. Debbie, the eldest, was well 
developed, with her grey jersey stretched tightly 
across her breasts, and her short pleated skirt 
outlining a plump bottom. Janet, the younger, was 
more boyish, although the outline of her breasts 
also made their mark under her jersey. Her tight, 
neat posterior was more like the sort of target that 
Peter had enjoyed as a target for his cane during 
his last year at school, when he had been Head 
boy, despite her eighteen years. 

The girls worked diligently and did as they were 
told, and all went well, until one day a red- 
cheeked Janet brought him a note. It was from 
Lady Strathbally, and read ‘Janet has been ex- 
tremely rude to me. I wish you to punish her. Six 
of the best.’ There was no way out. Peter told the 
weeping girl that she was to be punished. As he 
went out to the garden to cut a hazel switch to 
use, he reflected on the problems of punishing 
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girls. A witness would be desirable in case the girl 


made a complaint. Debbie could be that witness. 
Thus we find Debbie standing with her thighs 
tightly pressed together, watching Janet being 
prepared, bent over the arm of the armchair, her 
skirt folded back. She saw Peter feel the blue 
knickers to ensure that only one pair were being 
worn, and the strangest melty feeling began right 
down there. She pressed her legs together and it 
became stronger. Peter was so strong and so good- 
looking, it would almost be worth the cane to have 
him do all those things to you. The hazel switch 
was raised and brought down on the tight little 
bum. Janet yelled and sprang up. Peter forced her 
down and held her there, but the whole scene was 
one of weeping, cries for mercy, and struggles. 
She got her six and was sent to bed. All this Deb- 
bie had found strangely thrilling, and that melty 
sort of feeling had got more and more, until 
something happened, and Debbie found that she 
was all wet between the legs, and there was a 
damp patch in the crotch of her knickers. She 
found it very hard to concentrate on her lessons. 
Peter had been tempted to give the girl a token 
caning. It was just as well that he did not. Lady 
Strathbally came up to the teaching room, and, 
taking Peter with her, went to Janet’s room. The 
pyjama-clad girl was ordered to get up. “Take 
down your pyjama trousers’ ordered Lady 
Strathbally ‘and let’s see what sort of a job Mr 
Wilson has done.’ Peter made as to leave, but was 
ordered to stay. ‘Don’t let the girl get any fancy 
ideas about modesty, as far as you are concerned. 
I hope you caned her bare, anyway. That’s how I 
expect you to do it in future.” The pyjamas fell to 
the floor. Peter glimpsed a generous tuft of black 
curly hair between her legs. The girl was ordered 
to turn, and did so to expose six angry red stripes 
across her backside. Lady Strathbally signified ap- 
proval and left. 

Peter was left with his thoughts. He had enjoyed 
caning his first girl. Her struggles and cries had 
been most exciting. It was an experience to be 
repeated. He reflected on what Debbie might be 
like, particularly in-view of his orders about 
removing the girls’ undergarments. He stiffened 
against his trousers at the thought, but his reflec- 
tions were disturbed by a light knock at the door. 
It was the pyjama clad Janet. 

‘Please Sir, I can’t sleep’ she said pathetically, 
“My bottom’s so sore.’ 

“What do you expect me to do,’ was Peter’s un- 
sympathetic reply. 

‘Could you rub in some cold cream’ the girl 
replied. ‘I’ve got it here.” Peter was tempted and 
gave way. 

‘Right,’ he said, ‘Get across my knee.’ He rubbed 
some attractive smelling cream into the girl’s sore 
posterior. Janet moaned from time to time, but 
from pleasure or pain was not clear. Peter 
wondered if the girl could feel his hardened 
member against her stomach, as she lay supine. 
Her firm bottom and thighs were deliciously 
smooth to the touch, apart from the ridges where 
the cane had done its work. He shifted the girl 
further over his knee, so that her head hung down 
near the floor, and her bottom was more exposed 
to his gaze. From conversations with the two girls 
he had learnt that their parents had been very 
strict. The girls had been carefully supervised. 
There was no question of boyfriends, and their 


virginity could be guaranteed. They were not unac- 
quainted with corporal punishment but had always 
been allowed to keep their knickers on. The elder 
girl, Debbie, had been the naughty one, and had 
suffered very frequent spankings and canings. 
With the girl in her new position, Peter inserted 
his hand between her thighs and began to ease 
them apart. There was no resistance and no pro- 
test. He could now see right down between her 
legs, and the tight virgin slit with its surrounding 
downy hair. His finger ran along the cleft. There 
was still no resistance. He became bolder, and a 
finger tip pressed in and rubbed back and forth. 
His finger tip felt wetness, and the girl moaned 
and spread her legs wider. He began to bring her 
to a climax. 

‘Is it nice?’ he demanded. 

‘Oooh, yes Sir,’ was the eager reply. 

“Would you like it some more? You must be a 
good girl, otherwise I won’t do it for you, and it 
must be a real secret, even from Debbie.’ All this 
was warily agreed to, and the blushing girl 
departed for bed. 

Peter was not particularly worried about the conse- 
quences. Consent was all, and the girl had certain- 
ly consented to what had happened. What an odd 
country it was, he mused. It had the lowest age of 
consent in Europe, and the latest average marriage 
age for men, and astonishing sexual ignorance, 
which was encouraged by the priests. Even at this 
minute, in some hotel bed, there must be some 
forty-year old batchelor trying to force his rigid 
organ up inside some bewildered innocent. Later, 
the young bride would find that if she failed to do 
the housework, she would feel his belt across her 
bottom, and after her thrashing she would have to 
remain in the same position, whilst her husband 
dropped his trousers to mount her. Yes, an odd 
country indeed... 

Lessons next day were rather stressful. Janet could 
not concentrate. All she could think about was Mr 
Wilson’s finger tickling her between her legs and 
how nice it had been. Peter, in his turn, now at 
last realised the power that he had over these two 
girls, and how they were completely at his 
disposal. The caning of Janet had made him deter- 
mined to exercise his rights over the older girl. He 
visualised her reluctant disrobing to receive her 
punishment. He would strip her completely and 
uncover that much plumper and more feminine 
bum, and the two well developed breasts, not to 
mention the triangle of curly hair between those 
thighs. Debbie was a red-head, and her bush 
would be red too. He had already issued some in- 
structions to both girls. The dress for work in the 
teaching room was to be cotton dresses and ankle 
socks. Vests were to be worn, but no stockings or 
suspender belts, and particularly no brassieres. 
Debbie, in her turn, was in a turmoil. She 
suspected that something had taken place after 
Janet’s whipping the previous evening. She had 
been in Mr Wilson’s room for ages, and refused to 
tell her anything. In a perverse sort of way, she 
wished that she had been the one to be punished. 
She had day-dreams of Mr Wilson taking down 
her pants and forcing her to do unimaginable 
things. She was determined to attract his attention 
and sat, deliberately, legs apart, so that her Tutor 
could get a good look up her legs to her white 
briefs which she had put on instead of the blue 
knickers that Mr Wilson had ordered. Peter had 
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not failed to spot this ploy. From his seat, he 
could see these forbidden white briefs, and, from 
the immodestly sprawled way she was sitting, he 
could even glimpse a wisp of red pubic hair show- 
ing from the loose legs of her knickers. The maid 
came with the afternoon tea. She was a country 
girl, not more than eighteen herself. 
‘Maeve,’ he said, ‘I want to ask you a question. 
What would your father do to you if he found you 
dressed in an immodest manner?’ Maeve coloured 
and replied ‘Why Sir, he’d take me to the 
bedroom and belt the hide off me.’ 
‘Thank you’ said Peter, ‘I want you to go to the 
stables and get me a strap like your father uses on 
you and bring it back here. Miss Debbie has been 
behaving most indecently, and I am going to whip 
her bare bottom.’ The maid scuttled off, and Deb- 
bie blushed scarlet, the cold hand of fear now 
grasping her. Maeve the maid was soon back. She 
delivered the strap and made as to go, but was 
told to lock the door and remain. She watched 
fascinated. The haughty Miss Debbie was about to 
have her big bum tanned. She didn’t believe that 
this sort of thing happened to the gentry. 
She watched as Peter unbuttoned the girl’s dress 
and hauled it over her head. Then, my goodness, 
down came her pants. Her Dad had always let her 
keep her pants on. My goodness, Mr Peter was a 
fine looking man. She wouldn’t mind him taking 
down her pants. 
Debbie was then made to stand in the corner like a 
little girl, in nothing but her vest and socks. Then 
the surprise came. Mr Peter got the maid to take 
up Miss Debbie on her back and hold her. Her 
bare bum was sticking right out, and he fairly 
gave it to her. It was quite a struggle to hold Miss 
Debbie, and her cries and wriggling against her 
back made Maeve feel all funny. 
Eventually, Miss Debbie was sent to bed crying, 
and Miss Janet was sent out for a walk. Mr Peter 
then began to ask the maid a lot of funny ques- 
tions about how her Dad punished her, what she 
felt, and what she felt this time. 
‘Have you wet knickers, Maeve?’ he asked stern- 
ly. She denied this, but her blushes betrayed her. 
He knew she was lying and said, ‘Right, if you 
are telling the truth, here is ten shillings for you. 
if you are not, I shall have to tell Lady Strathbal- 
ly.’ Before Maeve could even gasp, his hand was 
undeer her skirt and feeling the big damp patch at 
the front of her knickers. She pleaded with him 
that her employer should not be told. She would 
get the sack and a whipping from her Dad as well. 
It was, of course, agreed that she would submit to 
a bottom smacking. 
During the negotiations, Peter kept his hand up her 
skirt, feeling her. Then she had to pull up her 
skirt, and he hauled down her knickers. She was a 
big well grown country girl with a generous bush 
of pubic hair. She took her smacking, which was 
nothing like so severe as one of her father’s 
beatings, and ran off giggling... 
Debbie was not a bit surprised that Mr Wilson 
should come and have a look at her bum, when 
she was having a bath, but what was a surprise 
was that he should decide to dry her. 
He held out the big towel and wrapped her in it. 
The he dried her breasts. It was nice and she got 
that feeling down there again, and her titties all 
stood up. Next he made her part her legs and 
dried her there. 


‘I wonder if you are ticklish’ he said and began to 
touch her between her thighs. She didn’t like to 
protest in case she got punished again, and, 
anyway, when he stroked her there it was really 
nice. It got better and better — 

Some days later, the family doctor called. He was 
a grim looking middle-aged man, and he took the 
two girls with him into a bedroom. When he 
emerged, he was much more friendly and said to 
Peter, ‘Lady Strathbally asked me to examine the 
girls. I think you’re doing a good job with them. I 
must say, I had my doubts about a young male 
tutor, but I’m quite happy now. Don’t make the 
mistake of being soft wiith them because they’re 
girls. If they misbehave, there is nothing like a 
good hard thrashing on the seat of the knickers.’ 
‘Lady Strathbally has given me permission to 
punish them on the bare backside’ said Peter. 
‘Even better’-said the doctor over his shoulder as 
he left. 

Janet was cross-examined as to what had 
happened. 

‘He made us take our pants off and lie on the bed 
with our legs wide open’ she said. ‘He fiddled 
about down there and looked with a torch, and 
said he was making sure that we were good girls. 
What did he mean?’ Peter promised to tell her 
later. It was a narrow escape. The doctor had been 
sent to see if the girls were still virgins. 

Later that day, when the girls were out riding, 
Maeve brought him his tea, but clumsily managed 
to break a cup. 

‘Now I’m for it’ she said, ‘Lady Strethbally will 
deduct this from my wages. Will you be kind Sir, 
and say you did it?’ 

“Why should I?’ 

“You could smack my bum and then it would be 
finished with,’ replied the pert girl, giving him a 
sideways glance. 

‘That might be an idea’. He slipped his hand under 
her skirt. He felt her firm peasant thighs through 
the black cotton stockings, but when he progress- 
ed, there was just warm soft flesh. ‘Why aren’t 
you wearing your knickers’ he demanded. 

“Well, Sir, I just thought you might find some 
reason to smack my bum like last time’ was the 
cheeky reply. 

In seconds, Maeve found herself in the bedroom, 
her dress off, lying on her back, with her legs 
apart. This was not going to be a spanking. She 
was just a bit frightened, but eager all the same. 
Peter looked at her and saw a well built girl, legs 
splayed, her vest pushed up, big peasant breasts 
and a generous muff of black hair hiding the slit 
between her sturdy thighs. Maeve watched 
fascinated as Peter undid his trousers. There was a 
glimpse of a long hard organ and a clump of hair, 
and he was on top of her. In spite of herself, she 
was wet and ready and he slipped into her. There 
was a little tightness, but the games she had played 
with the boys in the village had stretched her and 
she could hardly be called a virgin. Back and forth 
he thrust, she too pressing against him until she 
felt the spurt of warm wetness enter her... 

Peter had now decided that Lady Strathbally fully 
trusted him, and, as he had only a short time 
before he returned to England to join the Army, 
he would have both girls before he left. Things 
had settled to a routine. Maeve had been sent 
away for some reason, and the two girls only oc- 
casionally offended. Usually their behaviour 


merited no more than a smacked bottom, but once 
or twice both Debbie and Janet found themselves 
bent over the sofa for the cane. This was in- 
variably followed by the rubbing-in of cold cream 
to the sore bottom, later that evening. Peter’s 
fingers always seemed to stray during the process, 
but this was something that neither girl would 
complain about. 

He had long suspected that both girls played with 
themselves and fantasised about boys, after they 
had gone to bed. His suspicions were confirmed 
one evening. Debbie’s door was ajar and he heard 
the tell-tale creak of bedsprings and faint moans of 
pleasure. He entered and found the girl, face 
flushed, lying legs apart. He whipped back the 
covers. Her nightdress was around her waist and 
her hand between her legs. Seconds later he had 
the girl in his bedroom with the door locked. She 
was fully prepared for a sound whipping, and in 
fact bent over his armchair ready for it, when she 
glanced back and saw Mr Wilson advancing, not 
with a cane in his hand, but something else. She 
felt his hard muscular body press against her and 
force her forward as he pushed up her nightie and 
fondled her breasts. She felt her nipples harden, 
and his fingers moved down to her virgin slit. She 
felt the wetness come as it had when she was play- 
ing with herself. She also felt his hard organ begin 
to penetrate between the soft lips of her vagina, in- 
to her body... 


Janet’s initiation was slightly different. One of the 
girls used to bring him his tea in the morning. It 
happened to be Janet’s turn, and he found her 
beside his bed. As she bent forward, her dressing 
gown parted to disclose that she was wearing 
nothing underneath. Almost as a matter of habit he 
leant out and fingered her. Janet giggled and mov- 
ed her feet apart. 

“My goodness, you do like it, you naughty little 
minx’ he said. 

‘Oooh, yes sir,’ she replied. He pulled her down 
into the bed. 

‘It’s time I taught you a little more,’ he exclaimed. 
‘T’ll show you some advanced tickling...’ 

The very next morning, it was Debbie’s turn to 
bring the tea. On the tray were two envelopes. 
One, a brown one, was his orders to join the Ar- 
my. The other was a note from Lady Strathbally to 
tell him that both girls had been rude to the 
gardener and were to be severely punished. The 
gardener was sent for. His eyes lit up when he 
learned that he was to witness the beatings. 
Debbie and then Janet took down their knickers 
and bent over the table for six hard strokes of a 
swishy cane. He eyed the gardener covertly as he 
whipped first one squirming bottom then the other: 
the gardener didn’t take his eyes from the girls. 
Peter felt sure that he had found a replacement 
whom he could recommend with full confidence ~ 
when he left... 
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irls’ skirts were colour- 

coded: royal blue for 18 

year olds, a deep plum red 
for 19 year olds and a bottle green 
for those aged 20. The skirts were 
very short and pleated, reaching 
just about to mid-thigh: top-of- 
stocking height. Stockings (white 
ones) were in fact worn on more 
formal occasions together with 
white high heels; otherwise it 
would be white knee socks and 
sneakers. A white blouse went 
with all three colours of skirt. On 
top of this could be worn, if the 
weather warranted it, a grey car- 
digan or, in winter, a straight grey 
top-coat. The latter of course 
meant that it was necessary to open 
a girl’s coat to check her age 
group. There had been some talk 
of introducing a colour-coded top- 
coat or perhaps a badge or belt of 
an identifying colour, but as yet no 
firm decision on this had been 
made. 

But anyway, those with an in- 
terest, i.e. male citizens over the 
age of 30, did not seem greatly to 
object to the slight inconvenence of 
having to open a girl’s coat. In any 
case it was necessary to turn up her 
skirt for her name and ID number, 
these being sewn inside the hem at 
the front — upside down for 
convenience. 

The girl George Billings had 
come across in the town centre was 
called Angela Green — unless she 
was wearing someone else’s skirt 
and there was not much chance of 
that. A royal blue skirt and as it 
was a warm and sunny Spring 
afternoon no cardigan or coat. 
Wearing a coat when the weather 
did not demand it was of course 
sufficient reason for a concerned 
citizen to query matters. But so 
also was hanging about in the town 
centre for no apparent reason. 
‘Loitering’ as it could be termed. 
Angela had pleaded that she wasn’t 
loitering, she was waiting for her 
mother — which happened to be 
the truth. But George, public- 
minded citizen that he was, decid- 
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ed that he would anyway take mat- 
ters further. 

And so after noting her name 
and ID number he had instructed 
Angela to present herself at his 
house thenext morning. Which 
Angela naturally had done. A girl 
of that age group did not question 
her elders. Certainly not male 
elders. That was merely inviting 
much more serious trouble. 

Angela had told her mother who 
had made a face and said ‘Oh dear’ 
but there was not a lot else you 
could do. This man, Mr Billings, 
was within his rights if he had 
found Angela hanging about in the 
street. Girls of 18 to 20, between 
leaving school and the age at which 
they were allowed to marry, were 
an especial concern of the state. 
That was why they had to wear 
those identifying skirts at all times. 
Marcia Green should have 
thought, and taken Angela in with 
her to her dressmaker. But she 
hadn’t been expecting to be long. 
She hadn’t been long. Long 
enough, though, to find Angela 
looking decidedly unhappy when 
she returned. 

Angela’s mother had done what 
she could. Found Mr Billings in 
the phone book and rung him up. 
Apologising for Angela, explain- 
ing that it was really her own fault. 
George Billings had listened, but 
said he still thought Angela should 
come round and see him. Eighteen 
year old girls did need keeping up 
to the mark, didn’t they? And 
Angela was an especially attractive 
18 year old. (He didn’t say that to 
her mother of course.) 

10 o’clock Mr Billings had said 
and Angela was on time. Just. On 
the way to Mr Billings’ house — 
a bus ride and then a short walk — 
she had been stopped by another 
concerned citizen, out walking his 
dog, who wanted to know what she 
was doing. Was she loitering? The 
man reluctantly let her go — 
Angela was after all walking brisk- 
ly and not hanging about — and 
contented himself with lifting the 
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back of her skirt and sharply 
smacking the seat of her tight, brief 
knickers. Naturally this encounter, 
and the smack, had done nothing 
to improve the way Angela was 
feeling. Well... 

“Well, well, well.’ Mr Billings 
with a smug look on his rather 
large face. The face of a man who 
had made a nice catch. A concern- 
ed citizen who had caught a par- 
ticularly juicy 18 year old girl. 
Blonde and well fleshed out: un- 
doubtedly the sort of girl especial- 
ly at risk from the various tempta- 
tions of the modern world. A girl 
who needed something. 

Angela standing shakily in front 
of Mr Billings in his lounge could 
see it. She had seen it right away 
when she had clattered nervously 
in on her high heels. A cane. On 
the table at the side. She had been 
thinking about the cane of-course. 
Unavoidably in the circumstances. 
It had been a prime possibility ever 
since that moment yesterday after- 
noon when Mr Billings had cross- 
ed the street to where she was stan- 
ding in the sunshine idly looking 
in that shop window. ‘Not loiter- 
ing, young lady?’ Ever since that 
moment. The cane. An 18 year old 
girl in her brief royal blue skirt, 
brief enough to show the tops of 
her stockings, could get the cane 
all right. From a concerned citizen. 

‘Come here. Closer.’ 

Mr Billings had sat down in an 
armchair and was indicating the 
spot at his side. ‘That’s better. 
Now then, young lady.’ 

His hand took hold of the back 
of her knee. ‘Your mother called 
me up as I expect you know. She 
confirmed that you were waiting 
for her. Yes.’ The hand slid 
smoothly up, to the soft bare flesh 
above Angela’s stocking. “But she 
also agreed with me that at your 
present age you _ need- 
ed..ah...guidance now and then. 
Mmm?’ 

Angela didn’t answer. Had her 
mother said that? Mr Billings’ 
hand had reached the tight, brief, 
seat of her knickers. There was 
that and there was the cane on the 
table. The two were horribly 
related. 

‘Guidance, Angela. And we 
know how guidance should be 
given to a pretty 18 year old girl 
who is otherwise liable to fall prey 
to all sorts of temptation. Don’t 
we?’ 

That cane. He meant...His hand 
was squeezing and jiggling her bot- 
tom in a way that was making her 
whimper. But the cane... 

‘The cane, Angela. I am speak- 
ing of the cane. As I expect you 
know. Have you had a taste of it 
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recently?’ 

She shook her head and then 
thought that perhaps she should 
have said yes. But it wouldn’t 
make any difference. He was go- 
ing to do it anyway. She hadn’t had 
it for some weeks — a month. 
When it had been a situation very 
like this. ‘Loitering.’ 

“You haven’t, Angela? Then 
very clearly we do need it, don’t 
we? A girl of your age needs keep- 
ing up to the mark.’ The hand pin- 
ched her bottom. 

‘So. I think we must ask you to 
slip your knickers down, young 
lady.’ 

She had known it would be this. 
Ever since that awful moment 
yesterday when she realised he was 
crossing the street towards her. 
Well, not known it then but the 
thought immediately shooting in- 
to her head. And known it when he 
said she had better come round to 
his house. The cane. It was 
something you were continually 
liable to, until you were 21 and no 
longer had to wear the age group 
skirts. And even then unmarried 
girls weren’t necessarily free from 
it. If it was decided you weren’t 
behaving properly you could be 
made to wear a short skiri again, 
for a certain period. A pink one. 
And a girl in a short pink skirt 
could be caned just like one in a 
royal blue or plum red or bottle 
green skirt. The thing to do was to 
get married right away at 21, then 
you were safe from it. But when 
you were just 18 that could be an 
awful lot of canings away. 

There was no point arguing (cer- 
tainly not that) or even pleading. 
This Mr Billings hadn’t brought 
her here to be persuaded out of it; 
she was here so that he could en- 
joy caning her. Men did enjoy can- 
ing girls, although of course they 
pretended it was merely a matter 
of duty. But you knew it wasn’t 
just that, you could see it in their 
faces. If it was a duty it was one 
they enjoyed and were always on 
the look-out for. Like that man 
with the dog. And of course. ..this 
Mr Billings. 

Doing it. Her hands up under the 
short blue skirt. Sliding her 
knickers down. Trying not to think 
of that cane. She hated the cane 
and she knew, she could tell, that 
this Mr Billings was going to do it 
hard. Make it really hurt. So that 
you didn’t know where you were, 
what you were doing. 

‘Lift your skirt up.’ 

The brief white knickers down 
round the tops of the white stock- 
ings and the pleated royal blue skirt 
held high round her waist. Slim 
straps of the lacy white suspender 


belt spanning rounded pale flesh to 
tautly fasten the stretched stocking 
rims. You bought it all at that 
special outfitters in the Market 
Place. Young women’s outfits: ap- 
proved government wear. A win- 
dow display: the various coloured 
skirts; the white blouse, stockings, 
knickers, etc; the grey top coat and 
cardigan. You went there with 
your mother but she had to wait in 
the main shop while the proprietor 
took you into the little back fitting 
room. And in that little back fitting 
room a girl usually got her first 
caning: the outfitter’s privilege. 
The first because girls weren’t can- 
ed at school. Only when they 
reached the age of 18. 

Mr Billings staring at what 
Angela was forced to display. 
“When did you have it last, young 
woman?’ 

‘F...four weeks.’ 

His hand came out. She 
whimpered as it touched her. Took 
hold. ‘Four weeks? Much too 
long.’ His fingers...‘A girl needs 
it more often than that. Eh?’ 

Biting her lip. He wasn’t suppos- 
ed to do this of course. You could 
complain. In theory. In fact com- 
plaining would probably only get 
you more canings. 

The hand at last came away. Mr 
Billings’ voice tense sounding. 
‘Right. Shall we do it then. Get 
over the table.’ 

The table where the cane was. 
But Mr Billings was picking up the 
cane. And pushing her down. Face 
down across the top. His hand 
fondling her bare, out-thrust bot- 
tom. But any moment now it would 
be something else. The hand came 
away. Any second now...Grit your 
teeth... 

‘Aaaaiiieeehhh!’ 


* * * 


‘All right, Angela?’ Her 
mother’s voice anxious. ‘Was it all 
right?’ 

It was a silly thing to ask. Of 
course it wasn’t all right. The cane 
six times across a girl’s bare bot- 
tom and each one applied with con- 
siderable force could not ever be 
‘all right’. Marcia Green put an 
arm round her daughter. ‘Never 
mind. It’s over. I’ll make some 
colfee.” 

Yes it was over. Until the next 
time. And the next time would be 
tomorrow. The man with the dog. 
He had stopped her again on the 
way back. Said she seemed to be 
out on the street a lot without a 
chaperone. So maybe she should 
come round to his house tomorrow 
morning. When they could discuss 
it further. 
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‘Go up to your_room,’ he had said. ‘Go right away.’ 
Gabriella had of course done so, without so much as a ques- 
tioning glance. The first thing she had seen in the room had 
been the belt. Looped over the corner of the mirror. It 
wasn't Franco's belt, it was his, her father-in-law's. She had 
looked at it and then quickly away. She knew what was go- 
ing to happen. 

Gabriella had been expecting it, more or less, ever since 
coming here with Franco to live with his parents. There was 
nowhere else to go, they couldn't afford a place of their 
own, not yet. And Franco's parents had been welcoming, his 
father as much as his mother. It wasn't because he didn't 
want her in his house, that wasn't why he wanted to beat 
her. Gabriella understood that. It was simply that she was a 
female, a youngish one, and if she was to be under his roof 
it was only right that he should beat her. That was what he 
thought. That was how things were, how they always had 
been. Especially here in the south where apart from the TV 
aerials things were virtually the same as a hundred years 
ago. It was the natural thing for a man to beat his woman. 
Men always had. A cane. A man’s belt. 

That was what a man did. And the fact that Gabriella was 
his son's new wife didn't place her off limits. Not when she 
was living in his house. No, she would be treated the same 
as his daughters, as his wife had been treated in her younger 
days. Gabriella knew this. And she had known that when 
the time came, when the opportunity presented itself, she 
would get it too. 

Theoretically you could imagine that if you didn't let there 
be an opportunity then the beating would not take place. 
Behaving perfectly, like an angel. But even then it would 
probably happen. Franco's father would make sure 
somehow that it happened. As it was there had now been 
the excuse: Gabriella seen in the town conversing with a 
stranger, a man. A man would only get into conversation 
with a pretty young woman who was not known to him for 
one reason: that also was unquestioningly assumed. He 
wanted to have her, have her sexually, and thereby 
dishonour her husband and his family. Quite possibly he had- 
wanted that, Gabriella thought. And also if a young woman 
allowed herself to be drawn into conversation with a — 
stranger that must necessarily imply acquiescence. And 
therefore... 

‘Go up to your room.’ He had said it as soon as Gabriella 
had returned. He had already placed his belt on the mirror. 
Franco was away, driving over to the big town for the firm 
he worked for. That made it easier. What would have hap- 
pened if Franco had been in, Gabriella wondered. Would he 
have gone ahead anyway? Or waited? She sat on the bed. 
Her eyes darted briefly at the belt again. She shivered. She 
did not enjoy the belt, and he would probably do it hard, 
stinging her flesh like a swarm of angry bees. She bit her lip, 
and fanned herself. It was an automatic gesture, since com- 
ing here to live with Franco in the south, though actually 
here in the bedroom, with its thick walls, it was cool 
enough. Outside of course the sun was beating down, that 
awful southern heat. But she would no doubt get used to it, 
it was after all only three weeks yet. 

- Would she also have to get used to Franco's father’s belt? If 
he decided it had to be a regular thing once he had started. 
Gabriella fanned herself again. Some girls claimed they liked 
the belt, or the cane, but she did not believe them. It 
always hurt and you couldn't enjoy pain. She had had it 
from her own father, but not often. In the north they 
weren't so desperate about beating. She had also had it 
from the priest, though, and that had been worse. 

She glanced over at the door and as she did so it opened. 
Franco's father. But he didn't come in. ‘Get undressed, 
Gabriella. Everything off except your knickers. Then put 


your nightdress on and get into bed.’ The door closed again. 


Gabriella stood up. Why did she have to get into bed? It 
was to prolong the agony presumably. What was worse, to 


a) 
have to wait or to get it over with? Both were bad. The 
priest, Father Antonia, had liked to make her wait for it. 
Standing nude up against the wall with her legs apart. She 
swallowed. Father Antonio had been really awful, this 
wouldn't be as bad as that, it couldn't be. She began un- 
dressing. Her dress off and everything else. Except her 
knickers. Was he going to do it with her knickers on then? 
That wouldn't be so bad; they wouldn't stop much of the 
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impact, one thin layer of silk, but it would be less unplea- 
sant, less embarrassing, to have her knickers on. She slipped 
on the short pink nightdress and climbed into bed. 
Lying still under the sheets which for the moment felt cool. 
Franco wouldn't be back tonight and by tomorrow night 
when he did get back the stripes of the belt across her bot- 
tom would hopefully have disappeared. She thought of Fran- 
co and she thought of sex. Fear of that belt made her want 
it, a desire to have it right now. How nice if Franco could 
suddenly appear, as once or twice he had in the middle of 
the afternoon. Franco on top of her. But instead of that it 
was going to be... 
She thought of the other man. THe one Franco's father had 
seen her talking to, the one responsible for her being here 
waiting for that belt. Perhaps if she saw~him_again she shoulc 
tell him what had happened. Would that get him~excited, to 
think about that? Get him aroused, hot for her? He no 
doubt had wanted to screw her. Most men would want to 
screw an attractive young married woman if they got the 
chance, that was what men were like. Gabriella shivered, 
thinking now of the other man on top of her. 
Then the door opened. Oh, sweet Mary. He came in and 
stood over her. She met his eyes, and then looked sub- 
missively away. But it still wasn't yet. He told her to get up 
and take the nightdress off and put it by the mirror. She did 
it, conscious of his eyes on her shimmering flesh. But it 
wasn't yet. He told her to get back in bed and then he 
went out again. 
In bed in just her knickers now. Shivering from the. tension. 
She had been sure he was going to do it then, bend her 
over the bed or over the chair. But then...Was he going to 
keep on doing this? It would be better to get it over. Or 
would it? To take her mind off the belt Gabriella thought 
again of the man. She was getting the belt for that so why 
didn't she, when she saw. him again, if she did; why didn't 
she indicate...that she might be available. It could probably 
be arranged. When Franco was away. Her thoughts turned 
to her boss at work, before she was married. She had con- 
tinued doing it with him when she and Franco were engag- 
ed. She hadn't wanted to, or not at first at least, but he 
had made her. Once a week... 
The door opened. Oh sweet Mary, help me. Waiting was 
better, let it be just another visit like before but not yet the 
actual business. She wasn't ready. Her eyes darting up at 
him. What if she pleaded? But that wouldn't do any good, 
Gabriella knew that. He wanted to do it, 
Standing over her he began, quiet and deliberate, a lot of 
talk, the usual thing; she had got the same from her father, 
from that awful priest. Gabriella wasn't really listening, she 
was thinking that this, this big-talk, meant:that it was now. 
Now he had come to do it. 
‘Do you understand all that, Gabriella?’ 
She said a contrite ‘Yes’ although she hadn't listened to the 
details. 
‘Good. Get up then. Kneel up on the bed. Arms behind 
your back. Shoulders back.’ 
The position pushed her bare tits out, Gabriella could see in 
the mirror. And in the other mirror, reflected, she could 
see him watching. She tried to stop herself shivering. It was 
silly shivering when just outside there was that bright sun 
burning down. At least it wouldn't be long now, and then it 
would be over. That belt... 


Franco's father told her to raise her arms, above hae head. 


Cross her wrists.. 


45 


Pree ELL 


‘It's one of those old clothes horse things,’ 
Arabella had said. "You know, Victorian or 
something. To hang clothes on, for drying | 
suppose. Anyway that's what he always uses.’ 
She had laughed, showing those small even 
white teeth. ‘And that, Suzie, is why it’s call- 
ed a horsing.' 

And here it was. In the big bare room, the 
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Dancing Room they called it, though it was 
mostly used for gym. The room usually empty 
but now with a leather armchair placed out in 
front of the empty fireplace. With Major 
Greeley sitting in the armchair. And in front 
of Major Greeley, between him and the 
fireplace, was it. The horse. A varnished, 
wooden Victorian monstrosity. 

Major Greeley looking up from the pad on his 


ee 


lap. The light for an instant catching his spec- 
tacles and shining back, making him eyeless. 
The eyeless man spoke: 

‘Ah good, Miss Mellanby. Susan. Close the 
door. Stay right there. And get undressed.’ 
‘Everyone gets it,, Monica had said. ‘It’s part 
of your training. At least that’s what he says.’ 
She had pinched Susan’s arm. ‘Make you a big 
girl, Suzie. What every big girl has to have. 
At this place at least.’ 


The horn-rimmed spectacles glanced at her, 
flashing light again. Major Greeley wrote 
something in his pad. Susan's hands went 
behind her as she stepped out of her shoes. 
The waistband of her skirt. Control the panic. 
If everyone had it...But they would only giggle 
when she asked what exactly. Giggle and say 
those things: 

‘Make Suzie a big girl.’ 

Eighteen year old Susan had of course 


pretended to take it as a joke. You couldn't 
show them you were scared, panicky. That 
would make it ten times worse. 

Biting her lip as she stepped out of the skirt. 
Her heart thudding at some fantastic rate. 
Don't panic. Her blouse now. That just 
left...Glancing over at Major Greeley again. 
The glasses flashing. ‘Keep going.’ 

Her bra. Unfastening the strap and slipping it 
off. Dropping it down with the other things. 


The eyeless spectacles again: 

‘Stand up straight a moment. Arms behind 
your back.’ 

Not wanting to but making herself. Suspender 
belt and stockings and brief knickers. Her 
bare boobs pointing shyly at him. Vibrant 
young flesh. Pointing at the glasses that now 
showed keen male eyes. 

‘Yes. Very good. Now slip your knickers off. 
You'll keep on the stockings and belt!’ 


Her knickers. Oh God. Though she had been 
told that much at least. Arabella's voice hot in 
her ear: ‘It's everything off except suspender 
belt and stockings, Suzie. For a horsing.’ Not 
sure whether to believe Arabella of course 
but it had been true. Knickers off. 

Eyes that could not hide their fright darting 
over to the leather armchair. Her lips parted. 
Knees trembling. Trying to push out of her 
head those various heart-stopping possibilities 


that an active imagination can produce. Why 
wouldn't they tell her. Anything was better 
than not knowing. Well almost anything. 
Major Greeley looking up from his pad. 
Another dazzle. Susan now in suspender belt 
and stockings. Making herself stand still. 
Fighting the urge to cover the bare boobs. 
And now that bush of hair. 

‘Good. That's it. Come on then. Over to the 


horse.’ He was standing. 

Walking. Somehow. Stockinged feet padding 
on the worn carpet. Where four afternoons a 
week girls panted and strained. ‘Stretch it, 
Monica!’ ‘Wider, Juliet!’ None of that now. 
The Dancing Room empty. Except her and 
him. And the horse. 

Major Greeley's voice quiet, matter-of-fact. 
‘Now then, Susan, this is how | want you.’ 
His hands. ‘Over the horse like so...’ His 
hands. ‘Legs nice and wide.’ His hands some 
more. ‘And then your arms... 

The hands let go. Behind her Major Greeley 
was doing something. Deft movements... 


teint ns 
NS Ae oom iy 


CK FEEDBACK 


ear Sir, 

Firstly may I congratulate you 
on your series of publications; I 
would also like to say that I was sad 
to note the demise of ‘Whispers’. 
Could not this be bought back as a 
quarterly or perhaps on special 
subscription; your magazines 
however far excel all other CP 
journals. 


Although I enjoy all stories and 
photos, there is one point about 
humiliation which I would like to 
make. Apart from one mention ear- 
ly last year this is never given a 
thought by your writers. It concerns 
young ladies who wet their pants; 
Over the years I’ve had the pleasure 
of punishing a few young ladies with 
the cane; of these, more than half 
wet themselves at some time during 
the proceedings. I managed to talk 
to some of them about these in- 
cidents and it seems that the main 
course of this is the anguish, and 
waiting for the punishment. 


I should like to see some photo- 
sequences showing girls with blushes 
on both sets of cheeks, plus punish- 
ment for them because they haven’t 
been able to control themselves, or 
how about a shot of a girl with a 
damp patch on her knickers to let 
everyone see. That’s humiliation! 
I’ve noticed over a period of time 
that girls go to the loo on average 
every two and a half hours or 
thereabouts. Some of the schedules 
your writers use for these 
punishments seem to me to take no 
notice of natural functions. A recent 
story concerning bath time had the 
girl standing stretched and nude in 
the hallway for some time; now, 
with cold air around her and the 
anguish she would have been 
crosslegged and worried over her 
predicament. — 


Another story from last year (which 
was one of the best I’d ever read) 
‘Hard Times, Hard Lines, Hard 
Chimes’ had the girl in the garden 
with just a vest, shoes and socks and 
with the change of temperature she 
would have been bursting by the 
time she was summoned back to the 
house. The model you used in that 
story is my choice for any future 


photos you might do showing girls — 


wetting themselves. 


After all, if you have total control 
over a young lady for a certain 
period of time then she uses the loo 
when you want her to, and if she 
can’t when you say then she’s going 
to be punished for not obeying and 
lack of self control. Please do not 
take the above as criticism, but as an 
observation on life. 


In the last couple of issues of your 
publications ‘Feedback’ has men- 
tioned public potty training; how 
about a photo-story on this. In 
Uniform Girls 16 your correspon- 
dent mentions that his young lady 
would have to use a clump of bushes 
in semi-public view; what happens 
if there are no bushes in the town 
centre? 


Keep up the good work. 
P.F. 


ear Sir, 

I read with interest and excite- 
ment B. Young’s letter in Blushes 
No. 28, especially his suggestions 
contained in the last few lines of his 
letter. 


I have actually seen a young lad of 
about sixteen wrestle and subdue a 
woman of about twenty-three. She 
was of average size and wearing a 
dress while he was smaller and 
dressed in casuals. They wrestled for 
over half an hour during which time 
there were long periods when he was 
sitting on top of her. Every time she 
remotely looked like unseating him 
from her stomach he stuck his legs 
out straight behind him astride her 
own and rode her efforts out. 


Finally, he managed to pin her wrists 
to the grass above her head and with 
a ruthlessness common to most 
youths, gleefully planted each of his 
shins on her biceps and sat heavily 
astride her chest. She struggled for 
a couple of minutes but could not 
budge his shins or bum from her 
breasts. 


After she stopped struggling he 
released her wrists but maintained 
his position astride her chest. He put 
his hands on his hips and triumphant- 
ly looked round to see if anyone had 
witnessed his victory. What ap- 
peared to be a group of friends sit- 
ting on the grass a few yards away 
seemed to acknowledge his win and 
a couple of minutes later he got off 
her. 


My own experience happened some 
years ago when I was twenty. I had 
to go to Manchester for a few weeks 
for the firm and was billetted out to 
a supervisor and his wife who were 
in their thirties. 


Nothing much happened till one 
night I came home from a disaster 
of a dance and went into the kitchen 
for a drink. Keith and Mandy ob- 
viously had not heard me because I 
could see them in the back room 
through a connecting food hatch. He 
was only in underpants-and Mandy 


in knickers, on her hands and knees 
with Keith sitting astride her back 
like a jockey. He was digging his 
heels into her thighs and giving her 
slaps on her rump. I was astonished 
and frozen to the spot for several 
seconds until Keith looked up and 
saw me. He told me to come in and 
join them. In a dazed wonder-dream 
I disrobed and with an erection like 
a donkey was told by him to stand 
in front of Mandy’s face. On his 
command she took me in her mouth 
and sucked. I had very little sexual 
experience and only with bits of 
girls. This was a real woman and I 
lost control very quickly and spurted 
on her face, on Keith and all over the 
place, much to their delight. I 
thought that was the end when my 
penis softened but Keith dismounted 
and offered me Mandy’s back to sit 
upon. The night continued in differ- 
ing variations on the theme of horses 
and riders and whilst not a virgin, 
my fuck with Mandy superseded any 
previous experience. 


One day I had not to go to work 
while Keith did, and Mandy woke 
me with a cup of tea wearing just a 
‘T-shirt which hardly covered her 
pubic hairs. I took a sip and fell back 
and must have dozed off for I was 
woken by a hot heavy warmth upon 
my chest. Mandy was sitting fully 
astride my chest with her lovely 
thighs astraddle my face. I tried to 
unseat her but was unable to, so tak- 
ing a leaf out of Keith’s book I com- 
manded her to allow me to push her 
off my chest. She fell sideways and 
I pushed her to the floor and fell 
upon her, copying what she had done 
to me. I spared her no mercy and sat 
upon her breasts for over twenty 
minutes. 


I realise the magazine is not a wrestl- 
ing or bondage one and that with due 
respect I feel you will be unable to 
put B. Young’s suggestions into 
print. However if I can make a sug- 
gestion? Spanking is partly about 
humiliation and control through 
domination. It seems to me to be in 
order, that you could show some 
photos of men sitting astride the 
girls’ backs spanking them. The girls 
could be on all fours or lying on their 
stomachs. I emphasize sitting as op- 
posed to merely kneeling astride as 
I believe girls who need control and 
spanking should also have to bear the 
weight of the man on their backs as 
a sign of complete submission and 
humiliation. If you could find girls 
prepared to pose in this manner with 
suitably lightweight males, I feel the 
practicality is reasonable and the for- 
mat within your criteria. Apologies 
for a long letter. 

Mr Bottoms 


ear Editor, 

If you are happy to continue to 
publish my letters occasionally, then 
I'll keep writing on behalf of myself 
and my frends. The standard of your 
Magazine inspires me to write 
anyway. You are the only magazine 
that ever has. 


Your Blushes Issue 27 was fabulous, 
one of those classics again. The first 
photo-series was good on humilia- 
tion and all through you have yet 
again managed to bring a fresh im- 
age to the mag without really chang- 
ing your superb style. 


But what really popped my cork; no! 
stopped my breath; was when I turn- 
ed a page and found that Join The 
Dots again. Already half hard it gave 
me the instant super glue treatment. 
You had a bonus; we bought 3 
copies instead of the usual one bet- 
ween us! 


We now enjoy a competition to see 
who can draw in the sexiest 
restraints (all 3 of us). The best goes 
into our super-star scrap book. 


You say its the best you could do at 
short notice. Well! Its your second 
best ever Join The Dots. The first 
was/is still the best. That first girl 


was mind blowing. She had the form 
of a Goddess. Beautiful large tits and 
a perfect arse, she was unbearably 
sexy in stockings and suspenders. 


But your number 27 girl is a real 
stunner, and naked but for socks 
suits us very well. We like ’em either 
starkers or at least with only stock- 
ings and suspenders. How about 
some shots of this girl and the first 
girl together in that kind of pose? 
Whew! 


I’ve just got Blushes Number 28 and 
again you’ve advanced. That arse- 
up, pussy-showing girl, is out of this 
world (though it was difficult to add 
the necessary bits). The girl is very 
good looking. (How do you enlist 
*em?). Thanks for putting Linda in 
again. She’s still our favourite over 
the trestle or bed-end (what an 
arse!). But nearly every (no, every) 
model you use is terrific and so 
much better than any other mags can 
find. It’s a shame you had to stop 
producing those marvellous video’s. 


The authorities are really out of 
touch with the true nature of things. 
There’s one hell of a lot of rape and 
violence on our streets. If only they 
realised that the best way to reduce 
it is really to allow frustrated, pent- 
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up feelings to be relieved by good 
old indulgence in fantasies. The 
lucky people with CP Video’s and 
mags such as yours, don’t need to 
resort to these actions with unwill- 
ing partners in real-life. You do a 
great service in this field. Willing 
partners are encouraged by your 
literature to experiment and males 
alone can be fully satisfied by your 
provision of material. Still, these 
misguided bigots will always be with 
us I suppose. 


Sorry to get so serious, never done 
it before. Anyway, keep up your 
wonderful work and give our 
grateful thanks to all the young ladies 
who are sufficiently liberated and 
uninhibited as to give us such great 
pleasure. We could kiss all their 
bums. 


Thank you Blushes. 


Thank you girls, without you life 
would be so frustrating, grey, dull 
and miserable. 


Incidentally, your Uniform Girls 
No. 15 was excellent too! I’ve just 
bought it. Price must be a bit difficult 
for some but we’ll squeeze it out 
somehow. It’s worth every penny. 

B. Young 


ear Sir, 
You’ve done it yet again in 
Uniform Girls, Issue 16. 


Six gorgeous girls all spanked, but 
only one of them dressed in every- 
day clothes and wearing normal 
stockings and suspenders (I don’t 
count white stockings. They aren’t 
normal everyday ones) — I mean the 
Nurse on pages 38-43. 


Surely an everyday situation is a 
more common — and thus a more 
popular — fantasy. It certainly is 
with me — and you only manage to 
do one such out of six! 


And then only one that was proper- 
ly dressed for the really erotic 
fantasy. 


You didn’t show us:- 


1. One full length photograph. 

2. No full lengths of her legs and 
shoes. 

3. No boobs showing. She wasn’t 
made to take off blouse and bra. 
4. What a pity — not a titty. 

5. She didn’t even have to take off 
her skirt. 

6. No pussy shown. 

7. She didn’t even have to take her 
panties right off. 


8. No photo of her getting spanked 
with her legs open showing all her 
pretty in-between-leg bits. 

9. No cane; all we got were disem- 
bodied bits of bottom and that was 
the only girl in the issue dressed to 
interest me and several of my 
friends. 


Come off it! Use your common! and 
sell more magazines! 


But please keep trying. I’m a faithful 
reader of your magazine really. 


Editor: It’s got girls in it wearing 
uniforms because it’s called 
‘Uniform Girls’ — get it? 


ear Blushes, 

I thought I would write and tell 
you about an experience on my re- 
cent holiday to the Canary Islands. 


Whilst I was ambling around the 
resort, a girl of about eighteen was 
walking towards me with an older 
man, (presumably her father). She 
had short blonde hair, and a fresh 
prettiness about her. She was wear- 
ing a thin white singlet, tucked up 
to expose a large amount of tanned 
midriff. It was quite obvious she 
wore nothing underneath the top as 


her ample tits bobbed up and down 
quite freely. The girl had long, tann- 
ed legs and wore brief red bikini bot- 
toms, covering her intimate parts, 
although these did not leave much to 
the imagination. There was quite a 
prominent bulge round her pubic 
mound and the garment fitted snugg- 
ly into her crotch. 


As she passed I turned my head and 
saw enough to decide to follow the 
pair. The backs of her legs swelled 
out at her hips, but by far her best 
asset was her bum. It was a promi- 
nent, chubby bottom that wobbled as 
she walked. However there was lit- 
tle fat. Most of her right bum cheek 
was on view as her bikini had ruck- 
ed up, and there was not much hid- 
den of her left side. The contrast of 
tanned and non-tanned area was 
quite interesting. 


I kept about 10 paces behind her and 
her father, not once taking my eyes 
off that pert arse. I delighted to see 
how the orbs curved smoothly and 
gently down to her upper thigh, all 
the time her bum wobbling like a set 
jelly. 


As she walked down to the beach all 
the men’s heads turned in apprecia- 
tion of this perfect young specimen. 


Whether she was aware of this reac- 
tion or blithely ignorant I cannot say. 
Was she deliberately exhibiting 
herself or just naively innocent of 
what she was displaying? I would bet 
it was the latter, which makes it all 
the more erotic; however if it was 
the former then surely she deserves 
to have those skimpy briefs taken 
down and several slaps applied to 
that lovely bum, until it is fiery red. 
Especially if she gets turned on by 
displaying herself, and then, back in 
her hotel room her hand wanders 
down to between her legs, as girl’s 
hands are wont to do, her fingers 
probing at intimate places. That sort 
of behaviour ought to be discourag- 
ed by a concerned father. I wonder 
if she is spanked by her dad? 


When she reached the beach I was 
in for more treats; dad and daughter 
joined the rest of the family — mum 
and two other girls. One of the girls 
was topless but lying on her tummy; 
still, she had a nice bum. The other 
girl removed her top, exposing two 
lovely pert tits, with slightly darken- 
ed nipples; then the first object of my 
interest, who as I mentioned earlier, 
had quite a handful, did likewise. 
Then the first girl got up and so to 
my delight, three pairs of soft, firm, 
self-supporting breasts were 


viewable. Needless to say I stayed 
close by all afternoon, getting good 
views of wiggling, wobbling breasts 
and bottoms as the three frolicked in 
the sand and sea. 


I cursed myself that I did not have 
my camera with me, having left it in 
my apartment just before I took my 
walk. 


I cannot say, of course, if the girls 
get caned or spanked, but one can 
dream, can’t one! 


Finally, I would like to make a few 
points about New Uniform Girls No. 
15. The model in the first story ‘Un- 
cle Sidney’ is very pretty; she has a 
fantastic pair of legs, with that face 
and dressed as she is she is very con- 
vincing. What I wouldn’t give to put 
her across my lap for a sound spank- 
ing! May we see more of her please 
in future issues? I think the photo 
sets in “‘Desk-top Treatment’ are 
some of the best ever done, my 
favourites being on page 17, top 
middle, the girl is lowering her 
shorts, showing her pussy. Bottom 
page 21, superb, page 23, excellent 
and pages 25 and 27 a perfect set of 


humiliating photos. Keep up the . 


good work. 
K.L. 
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‘Why not go on up now,’ Mr Bayton said. ‘Get 
your nightdress on. Or pyjamas. Whatever you've 
brought. And then...ah...Mr Woodling...Well, he 
might look in. For a chat. Before you go to bed.’ 
Back at Mr Bayton’s cottage-after going out to the 
restaurant. Where Susan had managed a few bites 
of her meal but that was all. Not like Mr Bayton 
and his two guests heartily eating and drinking. Mr 
Bayton had said before they came down to the cot- 
tage that they were staying till tomorrow and to 
bring things for overnight. But she hadn't thought 
then, had had no idea. Well you wouldn't, how 
could you. Unless someone had said, had. warped 


_not allow that. Be nice and friendly to the clients. 


you. Mr Bayton’s cane. And Mr Dickson just yank- 
ing your knickers down like that. And Mr Woodling. 
Mr Woodling’s chat was going to be a chat like Mr 
Dickson's. Susan knew that, she just knew it. A 
chat with her sitting on Mr Dickson's lap. And then 
being turned over, upside down. And her 
knickers...Mr Dickson's hand splatting down on her 
bare bottom. 

Mr Woodling intended to do the same. Just the 
same. 

You couldn't lock the bedroom door because there, 
was no lock. And anyway Mr Bayton clearly woul 


Ran Sa ree 


Do what they want. And they didn’t want you 
locking your bedroom door. Not when they 
wanted to come in for a chat. Looking out of the 
window. It wasn't late: 9 o'clock, still light. What if 
she climbed out. Ran off. But you couldn't do that. 
And anyway...opening the window and peering out, 
down. She couldn't climb out there even if she 
wanted to. 

She closed the window. Took a deep breath. Mr 
Bayton and Mr Dickson. Now Mr Woodling. What 
were they doing down there? Discussing her? 
Discussing her bottom? Mr Dickson after he had 
finished spanking her had said she had a lovely bot- 
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tom. One of the nicest he had ever seen. Going 
out to the restaurant in Mr Bayton’s car she had 
sat in the back with Mr Dickson. He had put his 
hand up her skirt, although she had tried to stop 
him. Mr Woodling in the front had turned round 
and laughed. 

Coming back it was Mr Woodling in the back with 
her. Mr Woodling had done the same thing as Mr 
Dickson. His arm round her and then his other 
hand up her skirt. His pink face close up against 
hers. ‘We haven't had our little chat yet, Susan. 
You and me.’ His hand up her skirt. Stroking her 
bare thighs above the stockings. She had kept her 
knees closed but... 

Opening her suitcase she took out her pyjamas. She 
remembered now, that Elaine Grayford, a bit older, 
married, who worked in Enquiries. She had told 


Elaine about being moved into Mr Bayton’s Dealing 
Department and Elaine had given a funny little 
laugh. Yes. Probably Elaine knew about all this. The 
special clients who wanted to have their little chats. 
And of course Mr Bayton with his cane. Elaine 
perhaps right now telling her husband or her friends 
about new, young and innocent Susan. Being nice to 
the bank's special clients. Being inducted. 

Her white pyjamas. With that silly design on the 
front. Looking apprehensively at the door and then 
getting quickly undressed. Pulling on the pyjama bot- 
toms. Very shortly Mr Woodling...would be pulling 
them down. To spank her bare bottom. It was 
hateful. What Mr Dickson had done was hateful. 

_ Perhaps not as painful as Mr Bayton’s cane. That 
cane... The spanking hadn't been as bad as the cane. 
But even so... 


—_ 


—at, 


nee , ce his end: NO! Mr Bayton’ Ss cane. 
sped out. ‘Not that!’ Pink-faced, grinning 


his hands were free. For Susan. Grabbing her py- 
jamaed body. ‘Susan. Mmmm. What a lovely girl 
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you are.’ 

His arms round her. Round the firm-fleshed form 
filling out the tight pyjamas. ‘Not that cane.’ Her 
tits squashed against his shirt front. ‘Please!’ Mr 
Woodling grabbing at the springy bottom. The twin, 
ripe, tight-trousered cheeks. His face in dark brown 


Curls. 

‘It's part of the routine, Susan. Just a little touching 
up. And Mr Bayton said...you were agreeable.’ 

She wasn t agreeable. No way. How could anyone 
be agreeable. To that. But hot-faced, grinning, grab- 
bing Mr Woodling... We must, Susan. It's nothing 
really...’ 

Lie on the bed. And put the pillow down there, 
under her hips. Lie on the bed onthe pillow and 
then...pull-her pyjama bottoms down. Mr Woodling 
wanted her bare-bottom. 

‘NO! That was worse than Mr Bayton. Her bot- 
tom hadn't been bare for the cane then. Well, part 
of it, in those dreadful shorts that only covered half 
her bottom. But not actually bare. ‘No. | don't 
want to...aaaailiikkkk!’ 

The whippy cane had come slicing in across the 
tightly-trousered seat. A little encouragement 
evidently needed. ‘Do as you're told, Susan. Or | 
shall simply have to do it that much harder. Do you 
understand me.’ 

Yes. Oh God. Her bottom. The pain making her 
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whimper. But...doing as he had said. The pillow, 
and then clambering onto the bed. Oh please God. 
‘Get them down then, dear.’ Mr Woodling's voice 
a little strained. The excitement. She really 
was...And just look at that bum. My word. What a 
succulent feast. The cane quivering in his hand. 
Everything quivering in fact. Quivering. Straining. 
Chafing at the leash. Not least his upstanding male 
member. Insisting that it too see some action. 
Well... Young girls nowadays of course were quite 
prepared for that sort of action. Shy to admit it 
sometimes, but... 

But first things first. 

‘Aaeeilihhhh!’ 
The cane... 
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